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4 TO A LADY, 

To fix ^ iSral on God $ to teach tlic mnd 
Tofcf^i^diimtyrf-kwMPy . ,. 

Bj ftzider rules well-govem'd Kfe to taat, 
AM fn&M& o*er tiie angel in tbe man» 

""^S!!^ \' T.WAHtcn 

TO A LADTt^ IVrtm THE UlfifT DAY* 

MMfJOif 

H£R A^ uDdnMi lidtnSy ttt lofty HtMubers toM^ 
T&e ptt>4ie6E of i Ittttut Ifattif tifffbtd t 
The rfcalins of ni^t to^toottal vibr di^kif^ 
And the' glad regiodirdf efeiital dky. 
This danhg stuthor -i&orm; hy rvlgar wayt 
Of guilty wit, to itteHt worthleftf prtiife. 
Full of her gToridos' themt, his tbwering Mu^^ 
With gen'rous zeal, a nobTer fame purfbts t 
ReligioA^s caufe her ratiih'd heart inQ>xre8, 
And with a thoufand bright ideas fires $ 
Tranfports her quick, impatient, piercing e^^ 
0*er the ftrut limits of mortality, 
TolMundlefs orbs, and bids her fearlefs foar» 
Where only Milton gainM renown before j 
Where various fcenes alternately excite 
Amazement, pity, terror, and delight. 

Thus did the Mufes (ing in early times. 
Ere fkiirdto flatter vice, and vamifh crimes; 
Their lyres were tun'd to virtuous fongs alone, 
^ And the chafle poet, and the prieft-, were one. 

Bu 
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VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. 

NOWlet the Atheift tremble; Thou alone . 
Can bid his confcious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom (halt thou not reform ? O thou haft feen. 
How God defcends to judge the fouls of men. 
Thou heard'ft the fentence how the guilty mourn. 
Driven out from God, and never rauft return. 

Yet more, behold ten thoufand thunders fall^ 
And fudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball : 
When nature funk, when every bolt was hurl'd. 
Thou faw'ft the boundlefs ruins of the world. 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain, 
And fulphur fell on the devoted plain ; 
The patriarch thus, the fiery tempeft paft, 
With pious horror viewM the defait wafte j 
The reftlefs fmoke ftill wav*d its cuds around. 
For ever rifing from the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh 1 what heavenly pleafure tell. 
To think fo greatly, and defcribe fo well ! 
How waft thou pleas'd the wondrous theme to try. 
And find the thought of man could rife fo high ? 
Beyond this world the labour to purfue. 
And open all eternity to view? 

But thou art beft delighted to rehearfe 
Heaven's holy diftates in exalted verfe : 
O thou haft power the hardened heart to warm. 
To grieve, to raife, to terrify, to charm j 

B » Tf> 
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:. TO. THE AUTHOR, 

ON HIS LAST 0Ay AND UNIVERSAL PASSU 

•• » 

AN D muft it be as thou haft fung, 
Ccleftial bard, feraphic Young ? 
Will there no trace, no point be found 
Of all this fpacious glorious round ? 
Yon lamps of light, muft diey decay ? 
On nature's felf, deflruftion prey ? 
Then fame, the moft immortal thing 
Ev'n thou canft hope, is on the wing. 
Shall Newton*s Syftem be admir'd, 
Wlien time and motion are expired ? 
Shall fouls be curious to explore 
Who rul'd an orb that is no more ? 
Or ihall they quote the pifturM age, 
From Pope's and Thy correftive page. 
When vice and virtue lofe their name 
In deathlefs joy, or endleft ihame ? 
While wears away the grand machine. 
The works of genius fhall be feen : 
Beyond, what laurels can there be, 
For Homer, Horace, Pope, or Thee ? 
Through life we chafe, with fond purfuit. 
What mocks our hope, like Sodom's fruit : 
And fure, thy plan was well defign'd. 
To cure this madnefs of tlie mind j 
Firft, beyond time our thoughts to raife | 
Then laftx our love of tranfient praife. 
In both, we own thy doflrine juft; 
And fame's a breath, and men are duft. 

1756. J. Banc 
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THE LAST DAY. 

B O O K I. 

«* Ipfe pater, media nimborum in nofte, conifca 
** Fulmina molitur dextra. Q^o maxima motu 
** Terra tremit : fugere ferae ! et mortalia corda 
" Per gentes humilis ftravit pavor," ViRCir 

WHILE others fing the fortune of the Great; 
Empire and Arms, and all the pomp of State | 
With Britain's Hero* fet their fouls on fire, 
And g^w immortal as his deeds infpire ; 
I draw a deeper fcene : a fcene that yields 5 

A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields ; 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heaven o'erthrown. 
And gafping nature's laft tremendous groan 5 
Death's antient fceptre broke, the teeming tomb. 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. 10 

'Twixt joy and pain I view the bold defign. 
And aik my anxious heart, if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of confcious ftars or fun, 
Is far beneath my daring : I look down 1 5 

On all the fplendors of the Britiih crown. 

B 4 ThH 

♦ The Duke of Marlborough. 




8 YOU-N,G'^ POEMS. 

This globe is for my verfe'a narrow bound; 

Attend me, all ye glorious worlds around I 

O ! all ye angels, ho^oe^jsr j(lisJQin'd> 

Of eveiy various order,' place, and kind, > ^ 

Hear, and affift, a feeble mortal's lays $ 

*Tis our Eternal King I ftriye tp^raUe. 

But chiefly Thou, great Ruler I Lord of alM 
Before whofe throne Arch-angels proftrate fall.; 
If at thy nod, fromdifcord, and from night, %^ 

Sprang beauty, and yon fparkling worlds of iig^t. 
Exalt e'en me 9 all inward tumults quell ; 
The clouds and darknefs of my mind difpel^ 
To my great fubjeft Thou my breaft infpire. 
And raife my jabouring foul .with equal ,6re. jo 

Man, bear thy brow aloft, view every grace 
In God's great offspring, beauteous natwe's face : 
See fpring's gay bloom ; fee golden autumn's florc; 
See how earth fmiles, and hear old ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cuipberous mail, jj 

It makes a tide, an4 wind-bound. navies fail. 
Here, forefts rife, the mountain's awful pric^e.^ 
Here, rivers meafure climes, and worlds divide.; 
There, vallies fraught with gojid's refplendent feedt. 
Hold kings, and kingdoms fortunes, in their beds : 40 
There, to the flues, afpiring hills afcend. 
And into diilant lands their ihades extend. 
View cities, aimies, fleets 5 of fleets the pride, 
i:ee Europe's law, in Albion's channel ride. 
View the whole earth's vaft landflcip unconfin'd, .4^ 
Ox view in Britain all her glories join'd. 

ThM 
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10 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

While the ftill bufy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thoufand years before, 
Thoughtlefs as thc^^ who notv life's mazes run. 
Of earth diffolv'd, or an extinguifti'd fun j \ 

(Ye fublunory worlds, awake, awake ! 
Ye rulers of the nation, hear, and (hake !) 
Thick clouds of darknefs (hall arife on day ; 
In fudden night all earth's dominions lay 5 
Impetuous winds the fcatter'd forefts rend 5 \ 

Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend j 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar. 
And break the bondage of his wonted (hore 5 
A fanguine ftain the filvcr moon o'erfpread ; 
Darknefs the circle of the fun invade ; j 

From inmoft heaven inceffant thunders roll. 
And the ftrong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When^ lo, a mighty trump, one half concealed 
In clouds,- one half to mortal eye reveal'd. 
Shall pour a dreadful note ; the piercing call 5 

Shall rattle" in the centre of the ball ; 
Th' extended circuit of creation fhake, 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 
Oh powerful blaft ! to which no equal found 
• 'Did e'er the frighted ear of nature wound, k 

Though' rival clarions have been ftrain'd on high. 
And kindled wars immortal through the fky. 
Though Go4's whole enginery difchajrg'd, and all 
The rebfcl angels bellowM in their fall. 

Have angels finn'd ? and fhall not man beware ? i 
How fhall a fon of earth decline the fnare ? 



' "fic^mous to the wJJt „<^ r 
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^t YOjJNG S POEMS, j 

All that is lovely in the noxious fnake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake : 
The fting once drawn, his guiltiefs beauties rife 
In j>learing luifare> and detain our eyes ; 141 

We view with joy, what once did horror movey 
And ftrong averilon foftens into love. 

Say then, my Mufe, whom difmal fcenes deligMi 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night i 
B9Yf melancholy maid, if bold to dare 14J 

The laft extremes of terror and defpair ; 
Oh fay, what change on earth, what heart in 
This blackcft moment iince the world beg^an. 

Ah mournful turn ! the blifsful earth, who late 
At leifure on her axle roll'd in ihite j 1^ 

While thoufand golden planets knew no rc&p 
Still onward in their circling journey, preft 5 
A grateful change of feafons fome to bring. 
And fweet viciflitude of fall and fpring : 
:Some through vaft oceans to condu£l the keel. 
And fome thofe watery worlds to fink, or fwell : 
Around her fome their fplendors to difplay. 
And gild her globe with tributary day : 
This world fo great, of joy tfie bright abode. 
Heaven's darling child, and favourite of her God, ifc 
Now looks an exile from her Father's care. 
Delivered o'er to darknefs and defpair. 
No fun in radiant glory fhines on hi^ ; 
No light, but from the terrors of the fky : 
Fairn ai-e her mountains, her fam'd rivci-s loft, if 
And all into a fecond chaos toil ; 
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THE LAST DAY, Book I. ts 

One univerfal ruin fpreads abroad ; 
Nothing is fafe beneath the throne of God. 

Such, earth, thy fete : what then canft thoti afford 
To comfort and fupport thy guilty lord ? 170 

Man, haughty lord of all beneath the raoon. 
How muft he bend his fouPs ambition down ? 
Proftrate, the reptile own, and difavow 
His boafted ftature, and afluming brow ? 
Claim kindred, with the clay, and curfe his form, 175 
That fpeaks diftin£lion from his fifter worm ? 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ! 
Lord, why doft thou forfake, whom thou haft made ? 
Who can fuftain thy anger ? Who can ftand 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 180 

It flies the reach of thought 5 oh fave me. Power 
Of powers fupreme, in that tremendous hour I 
Tbou who beneath the frown of fate haft ftood. 
And in thy dreadful agony fweat blood 5 
TTjou, who for me, through every throbbing vein, 185 
Haft felt the keeneft edge of mortal pain j 
Whom death led captive through the realms below. 
And taught thofe horrid myfteries of woe j 
Defend me, O my God ! Oh fave me. Power 
Of powers fupreme, in that tremendous hour ! j^ 

From eaft to weft they fly, from pole to line. 
Imploring ftielter from the wrath divine ; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming feas to fweep. 
Or rocks to j'awn, compaflionately deep : 
Seas caft the monfter forth to meet his doom, 195 

And rocks but prifon up for wrath to come. 

So 



14- YOUNG'S POEMS. 

So fares a traitor to an earthly crown 5 
While death fits threatening in his prince's frown» 
His heart's difmay'd i and now his fears command, 
To change his native for a diftant land : ici 

Swift orders fly, the king's fevere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the fea $ 
The port he feeks, obedient to her lord. 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted fword: 

But why this idle toil to paint that day ? icj 

This time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all in vain pant after the diftrefs. 
The height of eloquence would make it lefs j 
Heavens ! how the good man trembles 1 — 

And is there a Laft Day ? and mull there come ii» 
A fure, a fix'd, inexorable doom ? 
Ambition fwell, and, thy proud fails to fhow. 
Take all the winds that Vanity can blow ; | 

Wealth on a golden mountain blazing ftand, i 

And reach an India forth in either hand ;. iij 

Spread all thy purple clufters, tempting o////^. 
And thou, more dreaded foe, bright beauty y (hine } 
Shine all j in all your charms together rife j 
That all, in all your charms, I may delpife. 
While I mo\mt upward on a ftrong defire, ::3 

Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glory to be quite involved ! 
To fmile at death ! to long to be diflblv'd ! 
From our decays a pleafure to receive ! 
And kindle into tranfport at a grave ! jj. 

Win 
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t€ YO'tJNG'S PO^EMSl 

Nor tears, nw prayers, the tempcft can a]^ieaie ; 
Now they dfvotv thtir treafuliv to' the ftab ; 
Unload th^ir (hattcrM barque, though richly fraiigM» 
And think the hopes of life are dieaply bought 
With ((cms and gold ; but oh, the ftorm Co high! sft 
Nor ^ms nor gold the hopes of lifb can buy. 

The trembling prophet thbn, themftlves to CtrCr 
They headlong phinf;;e into die btiny virave ; 
Down he defcends, and, booming o*er his head, 
The billot dole; he 's numbered with th« dtad, si; 
(Hear, O ye juft I attend, ye vimibtis fbw ! 
And- the briGtl^t paths of piety purfue) 
lay 1 the ^i^rcat Ruler of the world, from high. 
Look* Inuling down with a propitious ey^, 
CovcrH hi» Icn^ant with his gracious hand', jyt 

And bid8 tcmpclhious nature filent ftand 5 
Commands the pcarrful waters to give place. 
Or kindly fold him in a loft embrace : 
lie bridlrs-in the monlhtre of the deep : 
The biidlcvl monlKrs awfVil diltance keep: j;j 

Ff»rgot their hitniif^ r, while they view their prey j 
And giiiltlcls gnre, and round the ftranger play. 

But ihll arile new wonders; nature's Lord 
Sends foiih into the deep his powerful word. 
And calls the jynMl leviathan : the great jSo 

Leviathan altendn in all his llatej 
Kxults for joy, and, with a mic;hty bcimd, 
Mikts (lie tc:t (Inke, and heav'n and earth refbund; 
l^laikcns ihr w.Urrs with the rifing iand, 
And drives vnit billows to the dilbnt land, t?; 

Ai 



THE LAST DAY, Book I. ,7 

As yawns an earthquake, when imprifon'd air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare. 
The whale expands his jaws enormous fize j 
The prophet views the cavern with furprize 5 
Meafures his monftrous teeth, afar defcryM, 290 

And rolls his wondering eyes from fide to fide : 
Then takes poffeflion of the fpacious feat. 
And fails fecure within the dark retreat. 

Now is he pieas'd the northern blaft to hear. 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear j 295 
Or falls immers'd into the deptlis below ; 
Where the dead filent waters never flow 5 
To the foundations of the hills conveyM, 
Dwells in the (helving mountain's dreadful fliade : 
Where plummet never reachM, he draws his breath, 30<> 
And glides ferenely through the paths of death. 

Two wondrous days and nights tlirough coral groves. 
Through labyrinths of rocks and fands, he roves : 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays, 305 
It fees the king of watefs rife, and pour 
His facred gueft un -injured on the fiiore : 
A type of that great blefling, which the Mufe 
la her next labour ardently purfues. 
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THE LAST DA 

BOOK ir. 

« W chope, tliatdie departed wiil rile 

<*frointliedtift: afiterwhidi^ Hke du 
«« they will be immortal." 

NOW Man awakes, and from his filent be 
Where he has flept for ages, llfb his heai 
' Shakes off the flumber of ten thoufand years. 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whatever the bold, the ralh, adventure coft. 
In wide Eternity I dare be loft. 
The Mufe is wont in narrow bounds to fing. 
To teach tbf/ivam, or celebr^e tbe king. 
I grafp the whole, no more to parts confined, 
I lift my voice, and iing to human kind: 
I fing to men and angels ; angels join. 
While fuch the theme, their facred fongs with m 

Again the trumpet''s intermitted found 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round. 
An imiverfal concouHe to prepare 
Of all that ever breathM the vital air : 
In fome wide field, which a£live whirlwinds fwe< 
Drive cities, forefts, mountains, to the deep. 



Ette ; fcatt^^d limbs, and all 

cs» obfequious to the call, 

mce i the neck perhaps to meet 

j the diltajit legs the feet. 

', fee througli the dulky iky 

dies in confufion iiy, 

IS journ eying, there to claim 

5 and complcsLt the frame. 

Id bow*d to Rome's almighty (Word^ 

'ompey, and confefs'd her lord. 

Mhl^ deity below 

Bid pity of his foe, 

w's facriftce was mtide^ 

gnant on a ruffian's blade* 

nd, no gafpiTig army's y^W^ 

far, his great foul fai-ewelL 
U weltering in his gore, 
to perifh en the fbore I 
«^n'ti the bloodv monfter d^ad, 
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io YOUNG^S POEMS. 

So fwarming bees, that on a fumnier''s day 
In air)' rings, and wild meanders play, 
Chann'd with the brazen found, their wanderings c 
And, gently circling, on a bough defcend. 

The body thus renewed, the confcious foul. 
Which has perhaps been fluttering near the pole. 
Or midft the burning planets wondering^ ftray'd. 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpfc was laid j 
Or rather coafted on her final ftate. 
And fear'd, or wiih'd for, her appointed fate : 
This foul, returning with a conftant flame. 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 
Life, which ran down before, fo high is wound. 
The fprings maintain an everlafting round. 

Thus a frail model of the work defign'd 
Firft" takes a copy of the builder's mind. 
Before the ftru£lure firm with lafting oak. 
And marble bowels of the folid rock. 
Turns the fti'ong arch, and bids the columns rife, 
And bear the lofty palace to the Ikies ; 
The wrongs of time enabled to furpafs. 
With bai's of adamant, and ribs of brafs. 

That antient, facred, and illufti'ious * dome. 
Where foon or late fair Albion's heroes come. 
From camps, and courts, though great, or wife, or jt 
To feed the worm, and moulder into duft j 
That folemn manfion of the royal dead. 
Where pafiing flaves o'er fleeping monarchs tread, 

Ni 
♦ Weftminfter Abbey, 
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^aJtes irt pomp arilV, 

Hra invade the flcns, 

:tj whtjfe tmref|i^£ted bones 

of ihe»r luxurious Ions. 

icciit and coftly dome 

Jiambcr to a tomb, 
but has J'tipply'd a gi'^ve, 
s the fpaciouH ocekn pave* 
; ami ar this diTeadful turn* 

rifuej and the hive fhall bum* 

t^ nor m like m^itner, rife : 
in their flow un^viirmi; eyes : 
from the tcri-fjr of the lights 
ive, and call for tailing night. 
ig-attempt«d virtue ftood 
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aa YOUNG'S POEMS. 

Serene they view, impatient of delay. 
And bkfs the dawn of everlafting day. 

Here greatnefs proftrate falls 5 there, firength gives 
place; 
Here, la%ars fmile ; there,, beauty hides her face, no 
Chriftians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ftand^ 
A blended throng, one undiftinguiihM band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd,. 
With zeal, for their diftinft perfuafions fir'd. 
In mutual fricndfhip their long dumber break, 115 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 

But none are flufliM with brighter joy, or, warm 
With jufter confidence, enjoy the ftorm. 
Than thofe, whofe pious bounties, unconfin'd. 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 120 

In that illuftrious rank, what fliining light 
With fuch diftinguilh'd gloiy fills my fight ? 
Bend down, my grateful Mufe, that homage fhow. 
Which to fuch wortliies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham ! -Fox ! Chichley ! hai), illuftrious * names, 125 
Who to far diftant times difpenfe your beams ; 
Beneath your (hades, and near your cryftal fprings, 
I firft prefum'd to touch the trembling ftrings. 
All hail, thrice honoured ! 'Twas your great renown 
To blefs a people, and oblige a crown. 130 

And now you rife, eternally to fliine. 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent 

* Founders of New-College, Corpus Chrifti, and All- 
Souls, in Oxford J of all which the author was a 
Member* 



THE LAST DAY, Book II. 23 

Indulgent God ! Oh bow ftiall mortal raifc 
His foul to due returns of grateful praife. 
For bounty fo profufe to human kind, 135 

Thy wondrous gift of an 'eternal mind ? 
Shall I, who, ibme few years ago, was lefs 
Than worm^ or mite, or Ihadow can exprefsy 
Was Nothing ; (hall I live, when every fire 
And every ftar (hall languifh and expire ? 140 

When earth's no more, (hall I furvive above. 
And through the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God I fland. 
See new worlds rolling from His fpacious hand, 
Where our adventures fhall perhaps be taught, 145 
As we now tell how Michael fung or fought ? 
All that has being in full: concert join. 
And celebrate the depths oi Lcve divine t 

But oh ! before this blifsful date, before 
Tb' afpiring foul this wondrous height can foar, 150 
The Judge, defcending, thunders from afar, 
And all mankind is fummonM to the Bar. 

This mighty fcene I next prefume to draw : 
Attend, great Anna, with religious awe. 
Expe£l not here the known fuccefsful arts 155 

To win attention, and command our hearts : 
Fidion, be far away ; let no machine 
Defcending here, no fabled God, be feen ; 
Behold the God of Gods indeed defcend, 
Aad worlds unnumbered his approach attend ! i6» 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whofe ample fpace 
MuSl entertain the whole of human race, 

C 4 At 
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At heaven's all-powerful edift is prepared. 
And fenc'd around with an inunortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o'erfla 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below :- 
And every age, and nation, pours along j 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng t 
Adam falutcs his youngeft fon ; no iign 
Of all thofe ages, which their births disjoin. 
How empty learning, and how vain is art. 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart 
What volumes have been fwelPd, what time Ix 
To fix a hero's birth-day, or defcent ! 
What joy nuift it now yield, what rapture rai 
To fee the glorious race of antient days ; 
To greet tliofe worthies, who perhaps have fto 
Illuih'ious on record before the flood ! 
Al:is ! a nearer care your foal demands, 
Caefar un-notcd in your prefence ftands. 

How vaft the concourfe ! not in number mo 
Tlu' waves that break on the refounding fhore 
The leaves that tremble in the fhady grove. 
The lamps that gild the fpanglcd vaults above 
Tliofe overwhelming annies, whofe command 
Said to one empire, Full-, another Sta?id i 
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Thence iflumg I behold (but mortal fight 
Suftains not fuch a rulhing fea of light!) 
I fee, on an empyreal flying throne 225 

Sublimely raised, Heaven's everlafting S0M5 
Crown'd with that majefty which form'd the world. 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
Firtue, do/mnion, pratfe, ofnnipotence^ 
Support the train of their triumphant prince. 139 

A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright. 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night fliades the foleron arches of his brows. 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows » 
Where-e'er ferene he turns propitious eyes, x35 

Or we expeft, or find, a paradife : 
But if refentment reddens their mild beams. 
The Eden kindles, and the world 's in flames. 
On one hand, Knowlege fhines in pureft light ; 
On one, the fword of Juftice, fiercely bright. 240 

Nonv bend the knee in fport, prefent the reed 5 
NoiJu tell the fcourg d Impoftor he fiiall bleed ! 

Thus glorious through Jie couits of heaven, the fburcc 
Of life and death eternal bends his courle y. 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play ; 245 
Th' angelic hoft is ranged in bright array : 
Some touch the firing, fome ftrike the founding fhell. 
And mingling voices in rich coi:cert fwellj 
Voices feraphic j bleft with fuch a ftrain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 25D 

Triumphant King of Glory ! Soul of Blifs ! 
What a ftuT>endous turn of fate is this ? 

O! 
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*' When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
*< May thoughts of TJbiy dread vengeance ihake mjibiii! 
** When earth's in bloom, or planets pnmdly fhine, 
" Adore, my heart, the Majesty Dhuime I 

** Through every fcene of life, or peace, or war, 345 
** Plenty, or want. Thy glory be my care ! 
*' Shine we in arms ? or iing beneath our rine f 
<< Thine is the vintage, and the conqueft Thine c 
<< Thy pleafure points the (haft, and bends the bow; 
** The clufter blafts, or bids it brightly glow : 35^ 
" 'Tis thou that lead'ft our powerful armies fordi, 
" And giv'ft Great Anne 7Ty fceptre o'er the north. 

** Grant I may ever, at the morning-ray, 
*' Open with Prayer the confecrated dayj 
** Tune Thy great praife, and bid my foul arife, 355 
" And with the mounting fun afcend the fkies : 
** As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
** And glow with ardour of confummate love 5 
** Nor ceafe at eve, but with the fetting fun 
** My endlefs worfhip (hall be ftill begun. 360 

" And, oh ! permit the gloom of folemn night 
** To facred thought may forcibly invite. 
** When this world 's (hut, and awful planets rife, 
** Call on our minds, and raife them to the (kies ^ 
•* Compofe our fouls with a lefs dazzling fight, 365 
** And (hew all nature in a milder light ; 
«* How every boiilerous thought in calms fubddes ! 
** How the fmooth'd fpirit into goodnefs glides ! 
** O how divine ! to tread the milky way, 
•* To the bright palace of the Lord of day j 370 

« His 
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THE LAST DAY. 

BOOK IIL 



<« Efle quoque in fatis reminifcitur, afFore tempuSy 
« Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia coel 
<* Ardeatj & mundi moles operofa laboret.'" 

Ovid. Met. 

THE book unfolding; the refplendent feat 
Of faints and angels ; the tremendous fate 
Of guilty fouls; the gloomy realms of woej 
And all the horrors of the world below; 
I next prefume to fing : What yet remains ( 

Demands my laft, but moft exalted (trains. 
And let the Mufe or now afFe6l the fky. 
Or in inglorious fliades for ever lie. 
She kindles, ftie's inflam'd Co near the g^al j 
She mounts, fhe gains upon the ftarry pole ; i 

The world grows lefs as fhe purfues her flight. 
And the fun darkens to her dillant fight. 
Heaven opening, all its facred pomp difplays. 
And overwhelms her with the rufhing blaze ! 
I'he triumph rings ! archangels fhout around ! i 

And echoing nature lengthens out the found ! 

Ten tlioufand trumpets no^w at once advance j 
Njiv deepefl filence lulls the vaJft expanfe : 
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Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ipace. 
To grafp with eagemefs the means of Grace ; 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage. 
And in that moment to redeem an age } 
Drive back the tide, fufpend a ftorm in air» 
Arreft the Sun j but ftill of this de(pair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace ! 
Their Maker's image frefli in every face I 
What purple bloom my ravifh'd foul admires. 
And their eyes fparkling with immortal fires 1 
Triumphant beauty I charms that rife above 
This world, and in bleft angels kindle love ! 
To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn. 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn j 
Its flafh fuftain, againft its terror rife. 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are thefe the forms that moulder'd in the duft ? 
Oh the tranfcendent glory of the juft ! 
Yet ftill fome thin remains of fear and doubt, 
Th' infected brightnefs of their joy pollute. 

Thus the chalte bridegroom, when the prieft di 
nigh. 
Beholds his blefling with a trembling eye. 
Feels doubtful pafiions throb in every vein. 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain. 
Left ftill fome intervening chance ftiould rife. 
Leap forth at once, and fnatch the golden prize j 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it fo late. 
And ftab him in the crifis of his fate. 
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Horrors, beneath^ darknefs in darknefs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'er-boiling with a mad fulphureous tide. 
Expands its jaws, moft dreadful to furvey, no 

And roars outrageous for the deftin'd prey. 
The fons of light fcarce unappaird look down. 
And nearer prefs heaven's everlafting throne. 

Such is the fcene ; and one fhort moment's fpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. ns 
Proceed who dares 1— I tremble as I write j 
The whole creation fwims before my fight : 
I fee, T fee, the Judge's frowning brow 5 
Say not, 'tis diftant ; I behold it ttonAJ j 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, xio 

My foul recoils at the ftupendous woe j 
That woe, thofe pangs, which from the guilty breaft, 
In thefe, or v/ords like thefe, fhall be expreft. 

** Who burft the barriers of my peaceful grave ? 
** Ah ! cruel death, that would no longer fave, 125 
** But grudg'd me e'en that narrow dark abode, 
** And caft me out into the wrath of Gpd; 
*« Where Ihrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 
<* And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
'* Our only fong ; black fire's malignant light, 130 
" The fole refrefhment of the blailed fight. 
** Muft all thofe powers, heaven gave me to fupply 
** My foul with pleafure, and bring-in my joy, 
*' Rife up in arras againft me, join the foe, 
" Senfe^ reafon, memory ^ increafe my woe ? 135 

" And 
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*' Tear me from quiet, raviih me from night, 
*< And make a thanklcfs prefcnt of thy light ? 
" Pufti into being a reverfe of Thee, 
" And animate a clod widi mifery ? 

** The beafts are happy | they come forth, and keep 170 
^* Short watch on earth, and then lie down to ileep. 
<< Pain is for man $ and oh ! how vaft a pain 
" For crimes, which made the God-head bleed in vain? 
** Anmdrd his groans, as far as in them lay, 
*^ And fiung his agonies, and death, away ? 175 

** As our dire puniftiment for ever ihx)ng, 
** Our conftitution too for ever young. 
<* Curs'd with returns of vigour, ftill the fame 
*' Powerful to bear, and fatisfy the flame : 
** Still to be caught, and ftill to be purfued ! i$o 

*< To perifh ftill, and ftill to be renewed ! 

" And ihisy My Help! My God! at thy decree? 
*' Nature is chang'd, and bell ihould fuccour me. 
" And canft Thou then look down from perfe6l blifs, 
** And fee me plunging in the dark abyfs ? 1J5 

•* Calling Thee Father, in a fea of fire ? 
" Or pouring blafphemies at Thy defire ? 
" With mortals anguifh wilt Thou raife 77fy name, 
«' And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim ? 

** Thou, who canft tofs the planets to and fro, 190 
** Contraft not Thy great vengeance to my woe ; 
** Crufli worlds ; in hotter flames fallen angels lay i 
'* On me Almighty wrath is caft away. 
" Call back Thy tliunders. Lord, hold-in Thy rage, 
" Nor with a /jjeck of wrelcVvtdu^Cs cn^a^e : ic: 
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** Forget me quite, nor ftoop a worm to blame j 

" But lofe me in the greatnefs of Thy name. 

" Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 

" And fliall I make thofe glories ceafe to fhine ? 

*< Shall finful man grow great by his offence, 200 

** And from its courfe turn back Omnipotence ? 

*< Forbid it ! and oh ! grant, Great God^ at leaft 
" This one, this (lender, almoft no requeft ; 
" When I have wept a thoufand lives away, 
" When torment is grown weary of its prey, 105 
" When I have rav'd ten thoufand years in fire, 
" Ten thoufand thoufai\d, let me then expire." 

Deep anguiOi ! but too late ; the hopelefs foul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool. 
Though loth, and ever loud blafpheming, owns zio 
He ^s juftly doom'd to pour eternal groans ; 
EncIosM with horrors, and transfixed with pain, . 
Rolling in vengeance, flruggling with his chain : 
To talk to fiery tempefls ; to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er j 215 

To tofs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load. 
And bear the weight of an offended GoD. 

The favoured of their Judge in triumph move. 
To tokc poffefTion of their thrones above j 
Satan's accursM defertion to fupply, 220 

And fill the vacant ftations of the fky; 
Again to kindle long-extinguifh'd rays. 
And with new lights dilate the heavenly blaze j 
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To crop the roies of immortal yonth. 

And drink the fountain-head of (acred truth ; 

To fwim in (eat of biifsy to fbrike the ittmg. 

And lif^ the voice to thdr Almighty King $ 

Ta lofe eternity in gfrateful iays. 

And fill heaven^s wide circumference with praife. 

But I attempt the wondrous height in yain. 
And leave unfini(h'd the too lofty ftrain : 
What boldly I begin, let others end ; 
My ftrength exhaufted* fainting I defcend. 
And chufe a lefs, but no ignoble, theme, 
Diflblving elements, and worlds, in flame. 

The fatal period, the great ho\ir, is come. 
And nature ihrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the fign, and all 
Heaven*s terrors in array furround the ball ; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze confjMre, 
And, darte4 downward, fet the world on fire ; 
Black rifing clouds the thickened ^ther choke. 
And fpiry flames dart through the rolling (moke. 
With keen vibrations cut the fullen night, 
And (bike the darkened (ky with dreadful light ; 
From heaven's four regions, with immortal force 
Angels drive on the wind^s impetuous courfe, 
T' enrage the flame : It fpreads, it foars on high. 
Swells in the ftorm, and billows through the iy 
Here winding pyramids of fire afcend. 
Cities and defarts in one ruin blend i 
Here blazing volumes wafbed, overwhelm 
The fpacious face of a far difbmt realm ; 



Jers inuft that groati of nature tell ! 
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This globe alone would but defraud the Ere, 
Starve its devouring rage : the flakes afpire, stj 

And catch the clouds, and make the heavens their prey } 
The fun, the moon, the ftars, all melt away j 
All, all is loft; no monument, no fign. 
Where once fo proudly blazed the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the foamiAg ftream expire, 191 

So fparks that fcatter from the kindling fire j 
The devaftations of One dreadful hour 
The Great Creator's Six days work devour, 
A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet One foul 
Has more to Ifoaft, and far outweighs the whole 9 ijj 
Exalted in fuperior excellence, 
Cafts down to nothing, fuch a vaft expence. 
Have you not feen th' eternal mountains nod. 
An earth diflblving, a defcending God ? 
What ftrange furprizes through all nature ran ? joa 
For whom thefe revolutions, but for Man ? 
For him. Omnipotence new meafures takes. 
For him, through all eternity, awakes j 
Pours on him gifts fufficient to fupply 
Heaven's lofs, and with frefh glories fill the iky. 305 

Think deeply then, O Man, how great thou art; 
Pay thyfelf homage with a trembling heart 5 
What angels guard, no longer dareTiegle6l, 
Slighting thyfelf, affront not God's refpe6^. 
Enter the facred temple of thy breaft, 
And gaze, and wander there, a ravifh'd g^ieft ; 
Cjaze on thofc hidden treafures thou fhalt Hnd, 
Wander through all the glories of thy mind. 

4- Of 
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When now Maria's powerful arms prevaird» 
And hinglitj Dudlgf t bold ambitioft fkilM» 
^he Beauteous daughter of great Sufiblk*s race. 
In blooming youth adomM with eveiy grace ; 
Who gained & crown by treafon not her aiw% 
And innocently fiird another's dirone | 
Huii'd from the fummit of imperial ftate. 
With equal mind iuftain'd the ftroke of fate. 

But how will Guilford^ her for dearer partj 
With manly reaibn fortify his heart ? 
At once ihe longs, and is afraid, to kmo^w : 
Now f^f^ ihe moves, and now advances IKow^ 
To find her lord i and, finding, pafles hy. 
Silent with fear, nor dares ihe meet his eye i 
Lefl that, unaikM, in fpeechlefs grief, dilcloie 
The mournful fecret of his inward woes. 
Thus, after ficknefs, doubtful of her face. 
The melancholy virgin fhuns the glafs. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look iera 
And forrow fbfiten'd by her heavenly mien. 
She clafps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young. 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue ; 
Gentle, and fweet, as vernal Zephyr blows. 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming rofe. 

«« Grieve not, my lordi a crown indeed is loflj 
«* What far outfhines a crown, we ftill may boaft j 
*< A mind composed j a mind that can difdain 
•* A fruitlefs forrow for a lofs fo vain. 
<< Nothing is lofs that virtue can improve 
** To wealth eternal j and retiun above j 

" Abe 
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<< Above, where no diftin£tion ihall be known 
<< *Twixt him whom ftorms have fhaken from a throne, 50, 
** And him, who, ba£king in the fmiies of fate, 
" Shone fo^ in all the fplendor of the g^reat i 
** Nor can I find the difference here below; 
** I lately was a Queen 5 I (till am fo, 
*« While Guilford's Wife : Thee rather I obey^ 55 
** Than o''er mankind extend imperial fway. 
" When we lie down in fome obfwire retreat, 
*< Incensed Maria may her rage forget $ 
** And I to death my duty will improve, 
♦* And what you mifs in empire, add in love— 60 
* ** Your God-like foul is open'd in your look, 
** And I have faintly your great meaning fpoke, 
** For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 
" To find with what content we lay it down. 
" Heroes may win, but 'tis a heavenly race 65 

** Can quit a throne with a becoming grace." 

Thus rpoke the faireft of her fex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping lord ; whofe boding bofom fear'd 
A darker cloud of ills would buril, and fhed 
Severer vengeance on her guiltlefs head : 70 

Too jufl, alas, the terrors which he felt ! 
For, lo ! a guard I— Forgive him, if he melt- 
How iharp her pangs, when fever'd from his fide, 
The moll fincerely lov'd, and loving bride. 
In fpacc confin'd, the Mufe forbears to tell ; 75 

Deep was her anguifh, but fhe bore it well. 
Vol. !• E His 
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His pain was equal, but his virtue lefs 5 
He thought in grief there could be no excefs. 
Penfive he fat, o'ercaft with gloomy care. 
And often fondly clafp'd his abfent fair $ 
Now, filent, wanderM du'ough his rooms of ftate 
And ficken'd at their pomp, and tax'd his fate j 
Which thus adom'd, in all her ihining ftgre, 
A fplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
Now on t))e bridal-bed his eyes were caft. 
And anguifti fed on his enjoyments paftj 
Each recolle£led pleafure made him fmart. 
And every tranfport ilabbM him to tjic heart. 

That happy moon, which fumn^onM.to deli^^tj 
That moon which ihone on hijs dear nuptial nighti 
Which fjtw him fold her yet vntaftpd charms 
(Deny'd to princes) \n his longing arms 3 
Now fees the tranfipnt bleflijig fleet astray. 
Empire and Love ! the yifion of a day. 

Thus, in thfe Britifh clime, a fummer-ftorm 
Will oft the fmiling face of heaven deform ; 
The winds with violence at once defcend, 
jSweep flowers and fruits, and make the foreft bene 
A fudden winter, while the fun is near, 
.Overcomes the feafon, and inverts the year. 

But whither is the captive borne away. 
The beauteous captive, from the chearful day ? 
The fcene is changed indeed 5 before her eyes 
Ill-boding looks and unknown horrors rife : 
For pomp and fplendor, for her guard and crown^ 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown ; 
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Black thoughts each radrn invade the Lover's breail. 
Each night, a ruffian locks the Queen to reft. 

Ah rtioumful change, if judged by vulgar minds ! 
But Suffolk's daughter its advantage finds. 1 10 

Religion's force divine is l)eft difplay'd 
In deep defertion of all human aid : 
To fuccour in extremes, is her delight. 
And chear the heart, v^hen terror ftrikes the fight. 
We, difbelieving our own fenfes, gaze, 115 

And wonder what a mortal's heart can raife 
To triumph o'er misfortunes, fmile in grief. 
And comfort thofe who come to bring relief : 
We gaze 5 and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay, 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 1 20 

Againft her cafes fhe rais'd a dauntlefs mind. 
And with an ardent heart, but moft refign'd. 
Deep m the dreadful gloom, with pious heat. 
Amid the filence of her dark retreat, 
AddrefsM her God — " Almighty Power Divine ! 115 
" 'Tis thine to raife, and to deprefs, is Thine ; 
** With honour to light up the name unknown, 
" Or to put out the luftre of a throne. 
** In my fliort (pan both fortunes I have prov'd, 
«* And though with ill frail nature will be mov'd, 1 30 
" I'll bear it weil : (O ftrengthen me to bear !) 
" And if my piety may claim thy care ; 
" If I remember'd, in youth's giddy heat, 
" And tumult of a court, a Future State 5 
** O favour, when thy mercy I implore 135 

** For vre who never guilty fceptre bore I 
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No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
Luird on her knee, or fmiling in her face ^ 
Who, when her deareft father fhall return. 
From pouring tears on her untimely urn. 
Might comfort to his filvcr hairs impart. 
And fill her place in his indulgent- heart :• 
As vdiere fruits fall, quick-rifing bloflbms fraile, 
And the blefl Indian of hi? care beguile. 

In vain thefe various rcafons jointly prefs, wi 

To blacken death, and heighten her diftrefs; 
She, through th' encircling terrors, darts her (ighl 
To the blefs'd regions of eternal light. 
And fills her foul with peace : To weepmg^ friends 
Her father, and her lord, (he recommends 5 sw 

Unmov'd herfelf : Her'fbes her air furvey. 
And rage to fee their malice thrown away. 
She fears ; now nought on earth detains her care- 
But Guilford j who ftill ftruggles for his fharc. 
Still will his form importunately rife, 1 

Clog and retard her tranfport to the (kies ; 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight. 
Now catch the brand v/ith a returning light. 
Thus her foul onward from the feats above 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love : j 

At length (he conquers in the doubtful field; 
That Heaven flie feeks willbeherGuilfbrd's fhield* 
Now death is welcome ; h'-. -approach is flow j 
'Tis tedious longer to ex:-trt the blow. 

Oh ! mortals, fhort of Tight, who think the paft sJ 
O'ciblown misfortune ftill fhall prove the laft : 
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AJas ! misfortunes travel iii a train^ 

And oft in life form one perpetual chain y 

Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend. 

Till life and forrow meet one common end. 236 

She thinks that (he has nought but death to fear. 
And death is conquerM.* Worfe than death is near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete j 
The nei^ arrives of her great father's fate; 
She fees his hoary head; all white with age; 235 

A vi6lim to th' offended monarth's rage. 
How great the mercy, had fhe breath'd her lad. 
Ere the dire fentence on her father paft ! 

A fonder parent nattire never knew ; 
And as his age increasM, his fondnefs grew. 249 

A parent's love ne'er better was beftow'd 5 
The pious daughter in her heart ovei*flow'd. 
And can Ihe from all weaknefs ftill refrain ? 
And ftill the firmnefs of her foul maintain ? 
TrnpofUble! a iigh will force its way ; 245 

One patient tear her mortal birth betray j 
She fighs and weeps! but fo fhe weeps and fighs, 
As filent dews defcend, and vapours rife. 

Celcftial Patience ! how doft thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate? 250 

While Paflion takes his part, betrays our peace j 
To death and torture fwells each flight difgrace j 
By not oppoiing, thou doft ills deftroy. 
And wear thy conquer'd forrows into joy. 
ISkowflje revolves within her anxious mind, 255 

What woe ftill lingers in referve behind. 
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Griefs rife on griefs, and flie can fee no bound» 

While nature lafb, and can receive a wound. 

The fword is drawn : The qneen to rage indinMy 

By mercy, nor by piety, confinM. t6o 

What mercy can the Zealot's heart afTuage, 

Whofc piety itfelf converts ti rage ? 

She thought, and iigh'd. And now the blood began 

To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 

New forrow dimmM the luftre of her eye, t6$ 

And on her cheek the fading rofcs die. 

Alas ! ihould Guilford too— when now fhe*s brought 

To that dire view, that precipice of thought. 

While there ftie trembling ftands, nor dares look down, 

Nor can recede, till heaven's decrees are known j 270 

Cure of all ills, till now her lord appears— 

But not to chear her heart and dry her tears I 

Not now, as ufual, like the rifing day. 

To chafe the fhadows and the damps away : 

But, like a*gloomy ftorm at once to fweep 275 

And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 

Black were his robes, deje6led was his air. 

His voice was frozen by his cold defpair : 

Slow, like a ghoft, he movM with folemn pace j 

A dying palenefs fat upon his face. aSo 

Back fhe recoil'd, Ihe fmote her lovely breaft. 

Her eyes the anguilh of her heart confefsM ; 

Struck to the foul, fhe ftaggcr'd with the wound. 

And funk, a breathlefs image, to the ground. 

Thus the fair lily, when the flcy's o*ercaft, %%$ 

At firft but fliudders in the feeble blaft j 

But 
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THE FORCE OF RELIGTON; 

O R, 

VANQUISHED LOVE. 
BOOK II. 
** HIc plctads honos ? fie nos in fceptra repoxiis ?** 

VlR( 

HER Guilfcwrd clafps' her,- beautiful in death. 
And with a kifs recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thos, which by a blafl expire, 
A lighted taper> touched, reflores the fire : 
She rearM her fwimming eye, and faw the light, 
And Guilford too, or fhe had loath'd the fight : 
K&rfatker^s death fhe bore, defpisM her o^-w/i. 
But now fhe mufl, fhe will, have leave to groan : 
Ah ! Guilford, fhe began, and would have fpoke j 
But fobs rulhM in, and every accent broke ; i 

Reafon itfelf, as gufls of paffion blew. 
Was ruffled in the tempefl, and withdrew. 

So the youth lofl his iffiage in the well. 
When tears upon the yielding furface fell : 
The fcatterM features flid into decay, i 

And fpreading circles drove his face away. 

To touch the foft afFe£lions, and controul 
The manly temper of the braveft foul, 
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What with affli£^ed beauty can compare. 

And drops ^f love diftilling from the fair ? 20 

It melts us down ; our pains delight beftow j 

And we with fondnefs langulih o'er our woe. 

This Guilford provM '5 and, with excefs of pain^ 
And pleafure too, did to his bofom ftrairr 
The weeping fair ; funk deep in foft defire, 15:^ 

IndulgM his love, and nursed the raging fire :' 
Then tore himfelf away; and, (landing wide, 
As fearing s rdapfe of fondnefs, cry'd. 
With ill-dillcmbled grief; " My life, forbear! 
•* You wound your Guilford witlr each cruel tear: 30 
" Did you not chide my grief? Repreft your own j 
" Nor want compaflion iov yourfey alone : 
" Have jrou beheld, how, from the diifemt main, 
'* The thronging waves roll on^ a numerous train, 
•*' And foam, and bellow, till they reach the ihore $ 35-: 
** There burft their noify pride, and are no moref 
*' Thus the fucceffive flows of human r^ce> 
" Chas-^d by the coming, the preceding chafe; 
" They found, and fwell, their haughty heads they rear^ 
^ Then fall, and flatten, break, and difappear. 40 
** Life is a forfeit we muft fliortlypay;; 
" And where 's the mighty lucre of a day?' 
** Why fhould you mourn f«y fate? 'Tis moft unkind'; 
^ Your o^xm you bore with an unfliaken mind ; 
*^ And which, can you imagine, was the dart 45 

" That drank moft blood, funk decpeft in my heart ? 
^' I cannot live without, you ; and my doom 
'' I meet with joy^ to ihare one common tomb«-<^ 

" And 
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'< And are again your tears profuiely fpilt ! 

<^ Oh ! then, my kindnefs blackens to my guilt-| 50 

** It foils itfelf, if it recall your pain y 

** Life of my life, I beg you to refrain ! 

** The load which fate impofes, you increai^i 

<^ And help Maria to deftroy my peace/' 

But, oh ! againft himfelf his labour tumM } 5$ 
The more He comforted, the more She moum'dt 
Companion fwells our grief 5 words fbft and kind 
But footh our weaknefs, and difTolve the mind : 
Her forrow flowM in ftreams j nor Her's alone. 
While That he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 60 
Where are the fmiles fhe wore, when (he, fo late, 
Haird him great partner of the regal ftate j 
When orient gems around her temples blazM, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz'd ? 

'Tis now the Queen's command, they both retreat|65 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in ftate i 
She forms the decent raifery with joy, 
And loads with pomp the wretch ihe would defboy* 
A fpacious hall is hung with black ; all light 
Shut out, and noon-day darkened into night. 70 

From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high. 
Like a dim crefcent in a clouded (ky : 
It (beds a quivering melancholy gloom. 
Which only ihews the darknefs of the room. 
A fhining ax is on the table laid} 75 

A dreadful fight I and glitters through the fhade. 

In this fad fcene the lovers are confined $ 

A fcene of terrors, to a guilty mind! 

A fcene, 
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pffiwtf, thns abruptly I " t dcfplfe 
ppire loft ; I flmg away the crown ; 
fcrs have Idd that bdgbt dclgfion down | 
ben; ^s the Charleys, or Diocldlan where, 
buit the blooBjing, wedded, weeping hti 
k dwcU ever on thy lip J to /bnd 
llpoCefllon of thy fnowy hand t 
^roTjgh th' unclouded ci^^Hal of thine tf 
kvenly treailircji of the mind to fpy ! 
bture rcafon happily deftroys, 
k ^otil wanders tlinough immortal loysl 
le the wodd, and 4Sk nur, Wh^re *s my bj 
^thee to my breaft, and anfwer, Ti^/j. 
NJ the grave--«Hc groatis, and can no mort 
w charms in (tJence traces o'er ; 
tr chfefc, and eye, to wonder wrought i 
pdtriiig, fets, ir^C^d/^rtfagi^g thought, 
Ifnr neck, that world of beauty fall, 
tion^r the d\ift> a gha/lly ball ! 
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Was ever fuch a mournful, moying, fig^t ? 
See, if y0u can,- t>y that dull, trembUng, light: i 
Now they embrace ; and, mk'd 4^1 th bitter woe^ 
Like 1^8 and her Thames, one ftream they flows 
Now they ftart wide ; - fixM in benumbing care, . 
They IGffen into ftatues of dcipairt 
Now, tenderly feyere, and .fiercely kind, i 

They nifh at once ; they fling their cares behiiid. 
And dafp, as if to'death ; new tows repeat ; 
And, quite wrappM-up in love, forget their fmtet 
A Aiortdelufion! for the raging pain 
Hetums i and their Ix)or hearts muft bleed again, a 

Mean time, the Queen new cruelty decreed ^ 
But, ill content that they ihould mtfy bleed, 
A prieft is fent i who, with infidious art, 
InftilU his poifon into Suffolk's heart | 
And Guilford drank it: Hanging on the breaft, v 
He from his childhood was with Rome poileft. 
When now the minifters of death draw nigh. 
And in her deareft lord (he firft muft die. 
The fubtle prieft, who long had watchM to find 
"The moft unguarded pafTes of her mind, ij 

Befpoke her thus : *' Grieve not i *tis in y6iir power 
** Your lord to refcue from this fatal hour,'* 
Her bofom pants; (he draws her breath with pain; 
A fudden horror thrills through every vein 5 
• Xife feems fufpended, on his words intent ; 1} 

And tier foul trembles for the great event. 

The prieft proceeds i " Embi-ace the faith of Rook 

" And ward your own, your lord's and father's dooin*' 

S - V 
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Here, Guilford, cruel Guilford, (barbarous maul 
Is this thy love ?) as fwift as lightning ran | 
O'erwhelm'd her with tempeftuous forrow fraught, 170 
And ftifled, in its birth, the mighty thought $ 
Then buriUng &eih into a flood of tears. 
Fierce, refolute, delirious with his fears j 
His fears for her alone t he beat his breaft. 
And thus the fervour of his foul expreft : 175 

** Oh ! let thy thought o'er our paft converfe rove, 
*' And (hew one moment iminflam'd with love 1 
*< Oh ! if thy kindnefs can no longer lafl, 
<« In pity to thyfelf, forget the paft ! 
** Elfe wilt thou never, void of ihame and fear, x8o 
" Pronounce bis doom, whom thou haft held fo dear: 
" Thou who haft took me to thy arms, and fwore 
** Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 
** That to continue y was its utmoft power, 
*" And make the future like the prefent hour. 18 J 
*' Now call a ruffian ; bid his cruel fword 
*' Lay wide the bofom of thy worthlefs lord j 
** Transfix his heart (fince you its love difclaim), 
** And ftain his honour with a Traitor's name. 
*' This might perhaps be borne without remorfe ; 190 
** But fure Tifatber^s pangs will have their force ! 
*' Shall his good age, fo near its journey's end, 
** Through cruel torment to the grave defcend ? 
^* His fhallow blood all iffue at a wound, 
*< Wafh a flave's feet, and fmoak upon the ground ? 195 
** But he to you has ever been fevere ; 
*' Then take your vengeance"— Suffolk now drew near,* 

Bending 
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Her ftruggling wings eobiaglM, cdrling plies 
His poifonous tail, and -ftings bar as (he fliet 1 

While yet the blow^firftdseadf^wdgiit iksftdi, t so 
And with its force her resolution reels} 
Large doors, unfolding with a iaoam£ul (amidf 
To view difcovery weltering on the groundf 
Three headlefs trunks, of tho6 whofe arms n^ajotainVk 
And in her wars immortal glory gainM| %%$ 

The lifted ax afior'd her ready doom, 
And fitent mourners fadden'd all the room* 
Shall I proceed i or here break off my tale ? 
Nor truths, to dagger human faith, reveal. 

She met this utmoft malice of her fate 140 

With Chriftian dignity, and pious ftate ; 
The beating ftorm's propitious rage ihe bleft, 
And all the martyr triumphed in her breaft ; 
Her lord 2inA father, for a moment's fpace. 
She ftri6Uy folded in her foft embrace ! • 245 

Then thus (he fpoke, while angels heard on high, 
And fudden gladnefs fmil'd along the (ky : 

** Your over-fondnefs has not raovM my hate ; 
*' I am well pleas'd you make my death (6 great % 
*« I joy I cannot fave you 5 and have given 450 

" Two lives, much dearer than my own to heaven, 
*' If fo the Queen decrees * :— But I have caufe 
•* To hope my blood will fatisfy the laws j 
** And there is mercy ftill, for you, in ftore : 
«' Witli me the bittemefs of death is o'er. , 155 

• Here Ihe embraces them. 
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" He Ihot his fting in that farewel -embrace j 

" And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 

** Then let miftaken forrow be fuppreft, 

** Nor feem to envy my approaching reft." 

Then, turning to the minifters of fate, 260 

She, fmiling, fays, " My viftory's complete : 

" And tell your Queen, I thank her for the blow, 

** And grieve my gratitude I cannot fhow : 

** A poor return I leave in England's crown, 

•* For everlafting pleafure, and renown : 265 

•* Her guilt alone allays this happy hour j 

** Her guilt— the only vengeance in her power/' 

Not Rome, untouched wjth forrow, heard her fatej 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 
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LOVE OF FAME, 

THE 

UNIVERSAL passion; 

1 N 

SEVEN CHARACTERISTICAL SATIRES^ 



** — — Fulgente trahlt conihi^los gloria cuiru 
« Non minus ignotos generoiis**! 
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id when an Author Is in a pGLmon, the 
'j as in cotiverfation, turns againft him 
Satire only has any delicacy in it. 
Horace h the be ft m alter i he appears 
'while he cenfures ; and til ere fore Uis q 
tnore weight, as fnppofed lo proceed from 
ot from paffion. Jn venal Is ever fn a pi 
tittle valuable bxit his eloquence and moi 
[ of which I have had in my eye % huti 
llation, than imitation, through my« 

liough I comparatively condemn Juvei 
the fixth Satij-e (where the occafion moll ! 
I endeavoured to touch on his manner j I 
^ quit it foon^ as difagreealile to the wr( 
^, Boileau has joined boit the Roman ! 
eat fucccfs ; but has too much of Jiiven^ 
ions Satire on Woman, which iTiouM hai 
ftft of all. An excellent critic of our qw> 
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fucceed without die former. An Author without it, 
betraTS too great a contempt for mankind^ and opinion 
of himfelf $ which are bad advocates for reputation and 
iuccefs. What a difference is there between the miritf 
if not the <tvitf of Cervantes and Rabelais I The laft has 
a particular art of throwing a great deal of genius and 
learning into frolic and jeft; but the genius and the 
fcholar is all you can admire j you want the gentleman 
to converie with in him : he is like a criminal who re- 
ceives his life for fome fervices $ you commend, but you 
pardon too, Indecency offends our pride, as men; 
and our unaffe£led tafte, as judges of compofition: 
Nature has wifely formed us with an averiion to it ; 
and he that fucceeds in fplght of it is, * << aliena 
•• venia, quam fua providentia tutior." 

Such wits, like falfe oracles of old (which ^ivere wits 
and cheats), fhould fet up for reputation among the 
tweak, in fome Boeotia, which was the land of oracles ; 
for the ivife will hold them in contempt. Some wits 
too, like oracles, deal in ambiguities i but not with 
equal fuccefs : for though ambiguities are ihejirjf ex- 
cellence of an impoftor, they are the lafl of a wit. 

Some fatirical wits and humourifts, like their fadier 
Lucian, laugh at every thing indifcriminately ; which 
betrays fuch a poverty of wit, as cannot afford to part 
with any thing } and fuch a want of virtue, as to poft- 
pone it to a jeft. Such writers encourage vice and folly» 

which 

* Val. Max. 
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which tliey prttehd to combat, by fetting them on an 
c({nal foot with better things : and while they labour 
to hring every tfainig into contempt, how can they ex- 
pert their ovvn parts fhould e£cape ? Some French wri- 
ters particularly, are guilty of this in matters of the 
laft confequencej and fome of our own. They that 
are for leflening the true dignity of mankind, are not 
furc of being fuccefsful, but with regaixl to one indi'vi- 
dual in it. It is this conduft that juftly makes a Wit 
a term of reproach. 

Which puts me mind of Plato's fable of the birth 
of Love ; one of the prettied fables of all antiquity j 
which will hold likewife with regard to modem Poetry. 
Love, fays he, is the fon of the goddefs Poverty, and 
the god of Riches: he has from his father his daring 
genius j his elevation of thought 5 his building caftles 
in the air 5 his prodigality; his negle£l of things feri- 
ous and ufeful ; his vain opinion of his own merit 5 
and his afFe6lation of preference and diftin6^ion : from 
his mother he inherits his indigence, which makes him a 
conilant beggar of favours j that importunity with 
which he begs 3 his flattery j his fervilityj his fear of 
being defpifed, which is infeparable from him. This 
addition may be made; a//«. That Poetry, like Love, 
is a little fubjeft to hlindnefs^ which makes her miftake 
her way to preferments and honours ; that ihe has her 
fatirical qui^uer-y and, laftly, that (he retains a dutiful 
admiration of her father" s family; but divides her 
favours^ and generally lives with her mother^s rela- 
tions. 

However, 
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Howmry. ^m it not mne^ffUjf, but cbokt s 
Wiicioin her gorerncfsy flie mi^t liave much ma 
^ fitlier dun the mother; efpecially in Aicfa ai 
at thity which ihewt a due paffion for her charms. 
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When dying finners, to blot out their fcore. 
Bequeath the church the- kaviags o^a iji^re ; 
To chafe our fplten, when themes like thefe increafe, ' 
Shall Panegyrick reign, and Cenfure ceafe P 

Shall Poefy, like Law, turn wrong to rights 
And dedications waih an ^thiop white. 
Set up each fenfelefb wretch for nature's bead. 
On whom praife fhines, as trophies on a paft f 
Shall funeral eloquence her colours fpread. 
And fcatter rofea on the wealthy dead } 
Shall authors fmile on inch illuftricut dayt, 
hxAfcdirift with nothing«~but their fraife f 

-.Why flumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful tnun. 
Nor hears that Tirtue, which he loves, complain ? 
Donne, Dorfet, Dryden, Rochefter, are dead. 
And guilt's chief foe, in Addifon, is fled s 
-Congreve, who, crown'd with laurels, fairly won, 
Sits fmiling at the goal, while others run. 
He will not write ; and (more provoking ftill ! ) 
■ Ye gods ! he will not write, and Maevius will. 

Doubly diftreft, what author fhall we find, 
Difcreetly daring, and feverely kind. 
The courtly * Roman's ihining path to ti'ead. 
And {harplyy»!f//f prevailing folly dead ? 
Will no fuperior genius fnatch the quill. 
And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 
Though vain the ftrife. 111 ftrive my voice to raife. 
What will not men attempt iox f acred praife F 

• Horace. 
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if at his tide T htd dpoptliit quill, 

T mgbt hmt pifsM for a'^gmt gvnhu ftilL 

ButT— -— 'tlMl (ezcttfe^iim, ^ yoQ aui) 

Is now 9,/crsbhiir, ti^ was once a imnr. 

Impeiious'fome a clafiky3Mir demand* ts 

For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 

A waggon-doad of meanings -for mu wocd, 

While A's dli^*!^ and B widi pomp f^fl^^ . 

Some, for nrnwit, on fcraps of learning doH^ 
And think they grow immortal as they fMiff • f* 

To patch-work leamM quotations are ally'dj. 
Both drive to make om poverty our pridi. 

On glafs hovr witty is a noble peer 1 
Did ever diamond ooft a man fo dear f 

Polite tlifeafes make feme ideots 'vam-i ^^S 

Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, difeafe, men proud we fee:; 
And (ftranger ftill!) of blockheads' flattery { 
Whofe praife defames ; as if a fool ihould mean, 
By (pitting on your face, to make it clean. lOO 

Nor is 't enough all hearts are iwoln with pridef 
Her power is might)?, as her realm is wide. 
What can flie not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonfus his Creator blame : 
Empedocles hurFd down the burning !l2ep : 105 

And (ftrongtr ftill !) made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from a fecond bed, 
Though her lovM lord has four half-months been dead. 

This pafTion with a pimple have I feen 
Retard a caufe, and give a judge the ipleen. no 

■By 
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By tbls infpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot!) 

Some lords have leamM toJpeU, and fome to knot. 

It makes Globofe a fpeaker in the houfe $ 

He hems, and is delivered of his moufe. 

It makes dear felf on well-bred tongues prevail, 115 

And / the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the Lime of Fame^ what throngs pour in. 

Unpeople court y and leave ^tfenate thin ? 

My growing fubje^l feems but juft beg^n. 

And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. izo 

Aid me, great Homer ! with thy epic rules. 
To take a catalogue of Britifh fools. 
Satire 1 had I thy Dorfet*s force divine, 
A knave or fool ihould penih in each line ; 
Though for the firft all Wefhninfter Ihould plead, 125 
And for the laft all Greiham intercede. 

Begin. Who firft the catalogue (hall grace ? 
To quality belongs the higheft place. 
My lord comes forward j forward let him come ! 
Ye vulgar ! at your peril, give him room : 130 

He ftands for fame on his forefathers' feet, 
By heraldry, prov'd valiant or difcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three defcents lefs wife ! 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 135 

You bid him raiie his father's from the grave. 
Men ihould prefs forward in fame's glorious chace; 
Nobles look hachwardy and fo lofe the race. 

Let high birth triumph I What can be more great ? 
Nothing— but merit in a low eftate. 140 

Vol. L G To 
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To virtue's humbleft fon let none prefer 

Vice, thougli defcended from the Coii(|ueror. 

Shall men, lik^ Jiguns, psUi^ for high, or bale. 

Slight, or important, only by their pUce ? 

Titks are marks of bonefi men, and tw/e $ 145 

The fool, or knave, that wears a title, iyes. 

They that on glorious ancellors enlarge. 
Produce their Mt, inftead of their difcbargg, 
Dorfet, let thofe who proudly boaft their line. 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, ihine. 150 

Vain as fedfe greatnefs is, th^ Mufb mnft own 
V^e want not fools to buy thfit Briftol ^ne. 
Mean fons of earth, who, on a South -fea tide 
Of full fuccefs, fwam into tjuealtb and prid^* 
Knock with a purfe of gold at Anftis' gate, 155 

And beg to be defcended from the great. 

When men of infamy to grandeur foar. 
They light a torch to ftiew their fhame the more. 
Thofe governments which curb not evils, caufi ! 
And a rich knave 's a libel on our la<ws. x6o 

Belus with folid glory will be crown'd j 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty found ; 
But builds himfelf a name ; and, to be great. 
Sinks in a quarry an immenfe eftate I 
In coft and grandeur, Chandos heil out-do 5 165 

And, Burlington, thy tafte is not fo true. 
The pile is finifh'd; every toil is paft; 
And full perfection is arrivM at laft ; 
When, lo ! my lord to feme fmall corner runs. 
And leaves ftate-rooms to grangers and to duns. 170 

The 
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The man who builds, and wants wherewith to pa^, 
^yides a home from ^ich to run away, 
b Britain, what is many a lordly feat^ 
Bat a difcharge in full for a|i eilate ? 

In finaller compafs lies Pygmalion's fame; 175 

Not domes, but antique ibitues, are his flame : 
Not Fountaine's felf more Fanan charms has known | 
Nor is good Pembroke more in love with ftone. 
The bailiffii come (rude men prophanely boldl) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 1 80 

*' No, iirs, he cries ; 1*11 fooner rot in jail t 
*« Shall Grecian arts he trucked for Englifli bail ?" 
Such beads might make their very bufio^s laughs 
His daughter ftarves^ but * Cleopatra *s fafe« 

Men, overloaded with a large eftate, 185 

May fpill their treafure in a nice conceit 1 , 

The rscb may be polite; but, oh ! 'tis fad 
To (ay you 're curious, when we fwear you 're mad. 
By your revenue meafure your expence j 
And to jour funds and acres join your/eu/e^ 190 

No man is blefsM by accident or gucfs ; 
True wi/dom h the price of bappinefs : 
Yet few without long difcipline are fagej 
And oxayoutb only lays up (ighs for age. 
But how, my Mufe, canft thou refift fo long 195 

The bright temptation of the Courtly throng, 
Thy moft inviting theme ? The court affords 
Much food for fatire ;— it abounds in lords. 

G a " What 

* A famous ftatue. 
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*' What lords are thofe faluting with a grin ?*' 

One is juft out, and one as lately in, 

^* How conies it -then to pafs we fee prefide 

** On both their brows ah equal (hare of pHde /" 

Piidey that impartial paflion, reigns through all» 

Attends our ^ory, nor deferts our fidl. 

As in its home it triumphs in bigb place. 

And frowns a haughty exile in difgrace. 

Some IokU it bids admire their wands fo white. 

Which bloom, like Aaion^s, to* their raviihM fight 

Some lordi it bids nfigH-^ and turns their wands. 

Like Mores% into ferpents in their hands. 

Thefe fink, «s divers, for renown; and boaft. 

With pride htwrted, of their-honours loft. 

But againft reafon fure *tis equal fin, 

The boaft of merely being out, or fir. 

What numbers bere, tte-ough odd ambition, ftrive : 
To feem the moft tranfportcd things alive f 
As if hy joy, defert was underftood : 
And all the fortunate were tvife and good. 
Hence aching boToms wear a vifage gay, • 
And ftifled gix>ans frequent the ball and play. 
Completely dreft by • Monteuil and grimace. 
They take their birtb-day fuit und public face : 
Their fmiles are only part of what they fwear. 

Put off" at night, with Lady B 's hair. 

What bodily fatigue is half fo bad ? i 

With anxious care they labour to he glad. 

W 
* A famous taylor. 
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Sayv dan Hippblytus (wltofe drink is ale, 
Whofe erudition is t Chriftmu-taley 
Whoie miffarefs is ialuted wilii a fmack. 
And fnend receirM with thtimps upon liie back) 
When thy Heel; gelding nimbly leaps the mound. 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground^ 
Is that tby praife ? Let Ringwood's fame alone i 
Juft Ringwood leaves each animal his own s 
Kdr envieSy when a gypCjjou commit. 
And ihake the clnmfy bencb with cotintry wit ; 
When you the dulleft of dull things have laidj^ 
And then a(k pardon fbr Atje/f you made. 

Here breathe, my Mufe I and then thy taik rene 
Ten thoufand fools unfung are ftill in view, * 
Fewer lay-atheifts made by church debater ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for lai^ eftates j 
Ladies, whofe love is conftant as the wind ; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ^ 
Fewer grave lords to Scrope difcreetly bend j 
And fewff^Tjbocks a ftatefman gives his friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
Who lulls the town in winter with his ftr^in^ 
At Bath, in fummer, chants the reigning laife. 
And fweetly ivbijfles, as the tvaters pafs ? 
Is there a tongue, like Delia^s o>r her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to fame ? 
Such, and fuch only, might exhauft my theme t 
Nor would thefe heroes of the talk be glad. 
For who can fwrite fo faft as men run mad ? 

S ATI 
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MY Mufe, proceed, and reach they deftin'd end 5 
Though toils and danger the bold talk attend. 
Heroes and Gods make other poems fine ; 
Plain Satire calls for fenfe in every line : 
Then, to what fwarms thy faults I dare cxpofe ! 5 

All friends to <vice zxiA folly are thy foes. 
Wheny»fA the foe, d war fetemal wage 5 
'Tis moft ill -nature to reprefs thy rage ; 
And if thefe drains fomc nobler Mufe excite, 
I '11 glory in the verfe I did not write. 10 

So weak are human-kind by nature made, 
Or to fuch weaknefs by their vice betrayed. 
Almighty 'vanity ! to thee they owe 
Their Z£ft of pleafure, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the fun, all colours doft contain, 1 5 

Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain. 
For every foul finds reafons to be proud, 
Though hifsM and hooted by the pointing crowd. 

Warm in purfuit of foxes and rfenown, 

• Hippolytus demands thej^lvan crown j 20 
But Florio's fame, the produ6): of a (hower. 

Grows in his garden, an illuftrious flower \ 

Why teems the earth ? Why melt the vernal flcles ? 

Why fliines the fun ? To make f Paul Diack rife. 

G 4 From 

• This refers to the firft Satire, f The name of a tulip. 
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From mom to night has Florio gazing ftoody 25 

And wondered how the gods could be (b go<xl ; 

What (hape! What hue! Was ever nymph £6 fair? 

He doats ! he dies ! he too is rooted there^ 

O folid blifs 1 which nothing can deftroy. 

Except a cat, birdj fnail, or idle boy. 3« 

In fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night. 

And wakes next day a moft inglorious wight } 

The tulip's dead I See thy fair fitter's fate, 

O C I and be kind ere 'tis too late. ^ 

Nor are thofe enemies I mention'dy all $ 35 

Beware, O Florifb, thy ambition's fidl. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame ; 
A Quaker ferv'd him, Adam was his name; 
To one loy'd tulip oft the mafler went. 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture fpent 5 40 
But came, and mift it one ill-fated hour : 
He rag'd ! he roarM ! " What damon cropt ray flower ?" 
Serene, quoth Adam, " Lo ! 'twas crufht by me j 
** Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dft thy knee/' 

But all men want amufement ; and what crime 45 
In fuch a paradife to fool their time > 
None : but why proud of this ? To fame they (bar j 
We grant they ''re idUy if they il alk no more. 

We fmile at Florifts, we defpife their joy. 
And think their hearts enamoured of a toy : 50 

But arc thofe wifer whom we moft admire, 
Survey with envy, and purfue with fire ? 
What 's he who fighs for wealth, or fame, or power ? 
Another Florio doating on a flower f 

A 
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A fhort-liv'd flower | and which has often fpning 55 
From fordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 

With what, O Codrus I is thy fancy fmit ? 
The Jbtver of learning, and the bhom of wit. 
Thy gaudy (helves with cnmfon bindings glow,r 
And £pi£letus is a perfe£): beau. 60 

How fit for thee, bound up in crimfon too. 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view !• 
Thy Books zre furniture, Methinks 'tis hard 
That fcience ihould be purchased by the yard 5 
And Tonibn, tum*d upholftereF, fend home 6^ 

The gilded leather to// up thy room. 

If not to fome peculiar end deiignM, 
Study *s the fpecioas trifling of the mind f 
Or is at beft a fecondary aim, 

A chace for Jport alone, and not for game^ 70 

If fo. Aire they who the mere 'volume prize. 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that it reducM his rent; 
His farms were flown j when, lo I a fale comes on,. 75 
A choice colle^lion ! what is to be done ? 
He fells his laft $ for he the whole will buy ; 
Sells ev'n his houfe$ nay, wants whereon to lie i 
So high the generous ardour of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. So 

When terms were drawn, and brought him by tlie clerk, 
Lorenzo fign'd the bargain— with his mark, 
Unlearned men of books aflume the care, 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair* 

Not 
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Not in his authon* HverUi alone 
Is Codnis* erudite ambition ihown i 
Editions various, at high prices bought. 
Inform the worid what Codras would b^ tbn^i 
And to this coft another muft iucceed 
To pay a fage, vrhofays that he can read ) 
Who titles luiows, and imdexes has ieen \ 
But leaves to Chefierfield what lies between } 
Of pompous books who (huns the proud ezpeoce, 
And humbly is contented with their yisi^. 
• O Stanhope, whofe accompliihments make gooc 
The promife of a long-illuftrious blood. 
In arts aiid manners eminently gracM, 
The ftriaeft kM»ur! and the fineft taftei 
Accept this verfe -, if Satire can agree 
rWith fo confummate an humanity. 

By your example would Hilario mend 5 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charms of his own genius fmit. 
Conceives all virtues are comprizM in wit ! 
But time his fervent petulance may cool $ 
For though he is a ivit, he is no fool. 
In time he *11 leam to u/e, not luajfe, his fenfe ; 
Nor make 2l frailty of an excellence. 
He fpares nor fnendnor foe; but calls to mind. 
Like doom^j-day, all the faults of all mankind. 

What though ivit tickles ? tickling is unfafe. 
If ftill 'tis painful vridle it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being fmart, 
Would leave a fting within a brother's heart ? 
5 



9s YOUNG'S POEMg, ., 

When fome home joke has ftung iSbtaxfoltmm fodfr 
In vengeance they detennine— to h% fools % 
Through ipleen, that little nature gave, make Ufsp 14$ 
Quite zealous in the wa3rs of beawmfsi 
To lumps inanimate a fondnefs take $ 
And difinherit Tons that are annake. 
Thefe, when their utmoft venom they would (pit, 
Moft barbaroufly tell you—- << He's a nvit.^^ 15s 

Poor negroes, thus, to ihew their bummg ipite 
To cacodemonsy fay, they *re devilijb nvbito, 
Lampridius, from die bottom of his breaft. 
Sighs o>r one child $ but triumphs in the teft* 
How juft his grirfl one carries in his head 155 

A lefs proportioxi of the Other's lead) 
And is in danger, without fpecial grate^ 
To rife above a Juftice of the peace. 
The dungbiU-breed of men a diamoMdiJcoWy 
And feel a paffion for a grain of corn 5 r6cf 

Some ftnpid, plodding, money-loving wight. 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white^ 
Who with much pains, exerting all his icDfe, 
Can range aright his fhillings, pounds, and pence. 

The booby father craves a booby fon 5 i€} 

And by Heaven's bleffing thinks himielf undone. 
Wants of all kmds are made to fame a plea i 
One learns to lifp ; another, nnt to fee : 
MIfs D— , tottering, catches at yoar hand » 
Was ever thing lb pretty bom to Hand ? 17a 

Whilft thcfe, what nature gave, difown, through pride. 
Others afFe6l what nature has deny'd 5 

What 
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With generous fcorn how oft haft thou furvey'd 
Of court and towjn the noontide mafquerade $ ^ 

Where fwarms of kna<ves the vizor quite diigraoc^ lOj 
And hide fecure behind a naked face? 
Where nature^s end of language is declin^dy 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where generous hearts the greateft hazard run. 
And he who trufts a brotbec> is undone ? sio 

Thefe all their care expend on outward fhow 
For wealth and fame ; for fame alone, the beau* 
Of late at White's was young Florello fcen ! 
How blank his look ! how difcompos'd his mien ! 
So hard it proves in grief iincere to feign ! 115 

Sunk were his fpirits ; for his coat was plain. 

Next day his breaft regainM its wonted peace ; 
His health was mended with z.Jil'ver lace, 
A curious artift, long inur'd to toils 
Of gentler fort, with combs, and fragrant oils, aip 
Whether by chance, or by fome god infpir'd. 
So touched his curls, his mighty foul was fir'd. 
The well-fwoln ties an equal homage claim. 
And either fhoulder has its fhare of fame ; 
His {umptvLovLS ivatch^cafe, though conceaPd it lies, 215 
Like a good confciencey folid joy fupplies. 
He only thinks himfelf (fo far from vain !) 
Stanhope in wit, in breeding Deloraine. 
Whene'er, by feeming ch^ince, he throws his eye 
On mirrors that refleft his Tyrian dye, ajo 

With how fublime a tranfport leaps his heart ! 
J8ut fate ordains that deareft friends muft part. 

In 
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While bodi are ones and henceforth be it known. 
Fools of both fides (hall ftand for fools alone. 

^ But who art Thou ?** med&inks Floiello cries s i 
«< Of all thy Q>ecies art Thou only wife ?" 
^ince fmalleft things can give our iins a twitch, 
As croffing ftraws retard a paifing witch, 
Florelloy thou my monitor (halt be \ 
1*41 etmjwe thus fome profit out of tbee, 

THOU myfelf 1 abroad our connfels roam, 
Andy like ill hufbands, take no care at home : 
Thou too art wounded with the common dast. 
And Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart { 
And what wife means to gain it haft tbou cboie? 
Xnow, fame ^ndfirttme both are made of pro(e« 
Is thy ambition fweating for a rlyme. 

Thou unambitious fool, at this late time ? 
While I a moment name, a moments paft; 

1 'm nearer death in this verfc, than the iaft : 
What then is to be done ? Be wife with ipeed j 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what fo foolifh as the chace of fame? 
How vain the prize ! how impotent our aim ! 
For what are men who g^rafp at praife fublime, 
3ut bubbles on the rapid ftream of time. 
That rife, and fall, that fwell, and are no more, 
^om^ 3nd forgot, ten thoufand in an hour? 
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SATIRE III. 

T O 
THE RIGHT HON. MR. DODINGTON. 

LONG, Dodington, in debt, I long have fought 
To eale the burthen of my grateful thought j 
And now a poet's gratitude you fee ; 
Grant him ttvo favomrs, and he *11 aflc for three : 
For whofe the prefent glory, or the gain ? 5 

You give protection, I a worthlefs fti-ain. 
You love and feel the poet's facred flame. 
And know the bafis of a folid fame \ 
Though prone to like, yet cautious to commend. 
You read with all the malice of di friend \ xo 

Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 
But, more to raife my verfe, conceal your own. 

An ill-timM modefty ! turn ages o'er, 
When wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
'Baieaming^ and her ^^/ViJ too, decays, 15 

And dark and cold are her declining days \ 
At if mea now were of another caft, 
TTiey meanly live on alms of ages paft. 
Men ftill are men ; and they who boldly dare. 
Shall triumph o'er the fons of cold defpair j %o 

Or, if they fail, they juftly ftill take place 
Of fuch who run in debt for their dilgi-ace | 

Vol. !• H Who 
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Who borrow much} then fairly make it known. 
And d^aan it with improvements of their own. 
We bring fome new materials^ and what > old 15 
New caft with care> and in no borrow d mouldy 
Late times the verTe may read^ if thefe refiife j 
A])d fipm fi>ur critics vindicate the Mufe. 
** Your work is long," the critics cry. 'Ti« true. 
And lengthens ftill, to take in fools like you : 30 

Shorten my labour, if its length you blame; 
For, grow but wife, you rob me of my gamri 
As hunted bags^ who, while the dogs purAie, 
Renounce their four legs, and ftart up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 35 

That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile. 
Will I enjoy (dread feaft f ) the critic's nigCy 
And with the fell deftroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame. 
Than thofe who thunder in the critic's name ? ^ 

Good authors damnM, have their revenge in tbis^ 
To fee what wretches gain the praife they mifs. 

Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloak. 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak. 
As ravens folemn, and as boding^ cries, m 

<« Ten thoufand worlds for the three unities !" 
Ye doflors fage, who through PamaiTus teachj 
Or quit the tub, or praftife what you preach. 

One judges as the ^weather dictates 5 right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night ; 50 

Another judges by a furer gage. 
An 2LXit\\Qv*^ principles f ov parentage ; 

Sinct 
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In thofe choice books their panegyrics ready 

And fcom the creatures that for htmgtr feed. 

If man hj feeding nveil commences greai^ I5 

Much more the worm to whom that man is meat. 

To glory fbme advance a lying claim, 
nievis of renown, and pilferers of fame t 
Their ftx>nt fupplies what their ambition lacks j 
They know a thoufand lords, bebitul tbtir tacis. p 
Cottil is ^t to wink upon a peer, 
IFben turned awaj^9 with a faimiliar leer{ 
And Harvey's eyes, unmercifully keen. 
Have murdered fops, by whom ihe ne*er was iccii. 
Niger adopts ftray libels ; wifely prone 95 

To covet fliame flill greater than his own. 
Bathyllus, in the winter of threefcore^ 
Belies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abfence of mind Brabantio turns to fame. 
Learns to miftakey nor knows his brother's name ; 100 
Has words and thoughts in nice diforder fet. 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
Thus vain, not knowing what adorns or blotSj 
Menybr^^ tke patents that create them fots. 

As love of pleafure into pain betrays, 105 

So moft grow infamous through love of praife. 
But whence for praife can fuch an ardor rife. 
When thofe, who bring that incenfe, we defpife ? 
For fuch the vanity of great and fmall. 
Contempt goes round, and ail men laugh at all. 110 
Nor can even Satire blame them ; for, 'tis true. 
They have raoft ample caufe for what they do. 

O fruit- 



Jlrateous harvei! calls me forward ItjJiJ 

I fuipafs in length my bwyer^s hill i ' 
Elfli defcent, wliich well-paid hemlds damn i 
Upr ftill, a Dutclimans epigram. 
JMoy'd, in fwry t throw down my pco, 
Bfis a coxcomb, and I write again. 
Titynjsj with merriment poiTeft, 
li with laughter, ere he hears the jeft^ 
need he itay f for when the Joke Is o'er, 
iS Will be no wfiiter than before, 
s of ^^iyl', yc fain fd great a dearth, 
'Oil need purchafe m&nhys fer your mirth ? 
?» vmn ofpm'ftiiftgs, bid the world admin? s 
/*/ forae; nay, houfe? that they hire. 
perfea wifdom 1) of a beauteous ^ife - 
*^, like Cordeliers, a fco^rge for life/ 
times, through pride, the fexes change j 
i iw w pour/^ and my lady/wf^rx j 
__ j-._ * - ^^ wind. 
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Makes his approach in modefty's di%uiie» 

To win applaufe $ and takes it by furpriae* 

** To err/* fays he, ^'inimall thbigt, is my ftte.^ m 

You know your anfwer, «« he 'a cxa5k in great.** 

«< MyfyU;' f9Lj% he, " is rude and fiill of firaltt.** 

** But oh! what fenfe! what enex^ of thou^itt !** 

That he wants algebra, he muft confefs } 

** But not a foul to give our arms fuccefs.** 150 

^[ Ah! That *8 an hit indeed/* l^cenna cries i 

** But who in heat of blood was ever vriie f 

*' I own *twas wrong, when thouTands called me back, 

<< To make that hopelefs, Ul-advis'd, attack s 

" All fay, *twa8 madnefs i nor dare I deny}, 155 

** Sure never fool fo well deferv*d to die.** 

Could tbis deceive in others, to be free. 

It ne'er, Vincenna, could deceive in thee } 

Whofe conduct is a comment to thy tongue. 

So clear, thedulleft cannot take thee wrong. 160 

Thou on one fleece wilt thy revenues wear j 

And haunt the court, without a profpeB there. 

Are thefe expedients for renown ? Confefs 

Thy little felfy that I may fcom thee lefs. 

Be wife, Vincenna, and the court forfake ; 165 

Our fortunes there, nor thou, nor J, (hall make. 
Even men of merits ere their jwint they gain. 
In hardy fervice make a long campaign ; 
Moft manfully befiege the patron's gate, 
And oft repuls'd, as eft attack the great 170 

With painful art, and application warm, 
And take, at laft, forae Uttk flace by ftorm 5 

Enough 



ue, great fortunes /ome great men cfl 
[ED, even in doing right, they trr : 
^pnrt, not from fici^. tj,dr fevour. « 
^vc but think it toll to kn^ to ^bom J 
Jn that •» ne.r./l,^«^^, rbcj-Aa^, 
'"*»»^'i)' to Ai&/f by chance 
f«-,/ Juts, and g7-Mtjje& ft fo J„J, 
■reak its downy tnnw, T pi,y i^/;}, 

rrantwc^m, PhilMdw, «f,;,oeM. 
ink. to hm lov-dy wift) fi„d, r„-^j, ;„j^ 
i-ery charm and virtue fhc '* p^r^-ft . 
nder ! thou art «x,juifii*iy bk&- 
P«Wir .nvy ! „o^ then, \it alhw-d. ' 
»»" .s foun<!, who m.y bey«//^ p„„d . 

Ihon feeds on trj/h, ansi loath* 4 feaft; 
lo ! Philandeiv of reproach afoiJ 
'« loves his wife, hut He^t her maid. 
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To (hew how much our northern taftes refine^ 
Imparted nymphs our peerefles outfhine $ 
While tradefmen ftarve^ thefe Philomels are gay j a 
For generous lords had rather ^»v^ than /o^. 

Behold the mafquerade^s fantaftic fcene I 
The Legijdature join'd with Drury-Lane I 
When Britain calh, th* emhroider'd patriots nui> 
And ierve their anmtfy'^if the dance is done. s 

*' Are we not then allowed to be polite?'* 
YeSy doubtlefsi but firft iet your notions right. 
Witrtbf of poUtenefs is the needful ground} 
Where that is wanting, tbit can ne'er be found. 
' Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel $ i 

*Ti% filid bodies ovljpoU/B well. 

Great, chofen prophet! for thefe latter days. 
To turn a willing y/ov\a jfrom righteous ways 1 
Well, Heydegger, doft thou thy mafter ferve j 
Well has he feen \i\%fer^ant fhould not ftarve, s 
Thou to his name haft fplendid temples raised j 
la various forms of ^worjkip feen him praised. 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, Ihown, 
And fung fweet anthems in a tongue unhnwan. 
Inferior oft'erings to thy gorl of vice % 

Are duly paid, \n fiddles y cards y and dice\ 
Thy facrifice fupreme, an hundred maids ! 
That folemn rite of midnight mafquerades ! 
If maids the quite exhaufted town denies. 
An hundred head of cuckolds may fuffice. 2; 

Thou fmil'ft, well plcas'd with the con'verted land, 
To fee i^t fifty churches at a ftand. 

Ai 
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And that thy minifter may never fail, 

But what thy hand has planted ftill prevail. 

Of minor prophets a fucceflion fuie 235 

The propagation of thy zeal fecure. 

See commons, peers, and minifters of ftate, 
In folemn council met, and deep debate i 
What Godlike enterprize is taking birth ? 
What wonder opens on th' expe6ling earth ? 240 

*Tis done 1 with loud applaufe the council rings ! 
FixM is the fate of nvbores 2Ji6. fiddle-firings I 

Though bold thefe truths, thou, Mufe, with truths 
likethefe. 
Wilt none offend, whom 'tis a praife to pleafe : 
Let others flatter to be flatterM, thou, 245 

Like juft tribunals^ bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common-fenfe. 
To write a Satire, which gave none ofi^ence f 
And, fince from life I take the draughts you fee. 
If men diflike them, do they cenfure me? 250 

The fool, and knave, 'tis glorious to offend, 
And Godlike an attempt the world to mend j 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall, 
Knaves know the game, and honefi men pay all. 

How hard for real worth to gain its price ! 255 

A man (hall make his fortune in a trice. 
If bleft with pliant, though but (lender, fenfe, 
Feign*d raode(ty, and real impudence : 
A fupple knee, fmooth tongue, an eafy grace, 
A curfe within, a fmile upon his face 3 260 

A beau- 
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A beauteous fifter, or convenient wife^ 
Are prixit in the lotterjr of life $ 
Genius and Virtue diey will foon defeat^ 
And lodge you in the bofom of fhe great. 
To merit, is but to provide a fidn 165- 

For men's refufing what you ought to gain.. 
May> Dodington, this maxim fail in you. 
Whom my prefaging thoughts already view 
By Walpole's conduft fir'd, and. friendfhip gracM, 
Still higher in yoxur Prince's ^vour placM ; 170 

And lending, bere^ thofe awful councils aid. 
Which you, abroad^ with fuch fuccefs obey*d !. 
Bear ibis from one, who holds your friendihip-dear % 
What moft. we wifli, with eafe we fancy near.. 
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;iOUND fome Mr tree rh* anibitioiis 

ad breathes her fween on tlie ftMpportmg 
* Tweet the -.;fr/^, th^ ambitimis rerXe, iht^tj 
> * pardon mine) that hopes ftipport from 
bee, Comptojij bora o*er fenates to prefidi 
heir %w^^j^ to faife, dieir f^4#r//j guide j 
fep to difcern, and vfidelj to furvey, ^ 

id kingdoms fates, without mnhhhn, weigh j 
diftant virtues met extremes to blend, 
te Crown^s afferter, ^nd tke PeopJe^s fHen 
^it thou fcom, umid fublimer views. 



■pen to the labours of iljeMufe; 
PniJei /r^/^^ her, while thy talents/^^, 
d ^lis but ^o^* thy ghry to i^yJi/W, 
li,at a pubJk fame, fo ;»#!« _« "" 



i.|fl 



io8 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

But patriots diflfer; fome may flied their blood. 
He drinks his coffe$y for the public good ; 
Confuhft tlie fecred fteam, and there forefees 
What ftormsy or Am-ihine> Providence decrees ; 
Knows, for each day, the 'weatber of our fate j 15 
A Quidnunc is an almanack of State. 

You fmile, and think this ftatefinan void of nfe; 
Why may not time his fecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can roaft the choice Caftanian Nut^ 
Since Jfeeds of genius are expert at Pnt ; )# 

Since half ^ Senate " Not content'' can fay, 
Gee/e nations fave, and puppies plots betray. 

What makes bisM model realms, and cauniel kings ? 
An incapacity for finaller things t 
Poor Chremes can't condu6l his own e/tatey 35 

And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes* flcill. 
And boldly claims a province higher ftill : 
To raife a name, th' ambitious boy has got. 
At once, a Bible, and ^JbouUer-knot j 40 

Deep in the fecret, he looks through tlie whole. 
And pities the dull rogue tkatfa^es his foul i 
To talk with reverence you muft take good heed. 
Nor ihock his tender reafon with the Creed : 
Howe'er welUbred, in public he complies, 45 

Obliging friends alone with blafpbemies. 

Peerage is poifon, good eftates are bad 
For this difeafe 5 poor rogues run feldom mad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 
AnA falling flocks quite cur'd an unbelief ? 50 

WhUc 



leaJth Ehie% keeps an Athcift in die dartj 
I fercr argues better tb»ii a Clarice 
-et but the Jogick m hlh/A^r tk^ay, 
The Grecian he 11 rcnouotcj and Jcam to 

|hilc C^ moums, witU an ynfdgned z.„ 

■ apolbtp jrouiii^ who reifon'd i?«^^ fo wdi 
y — J ^ho makes mtrty with the Creeds 
pUmoft thinks he disbelieves m<3^fi/| 
Ht only thinks fo | to give bodi their due, 
itaii, and j&^, believe, and tremble Xm. 
f fome fi>r ^Zsry fuch tlie boundlc/s rage, 

» It they're the biackcft/am^^of their 
►rcilTu^ the Tartarian dub dilclaims ; 
* a Free^mafoii, with fomc terror, uamci 
mits no duty^ nor can mq/j £^j^ 
e mifs d, thefe many ycars^ the Church, _. 
e makes no noife in P^irliamcnt, ^tis true | 
It pays his dthts^ and *t^^/, when 'tis duc| 
' " pd j^^iy^j are eiftr clean* .^H 
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Mod: charitably lends the town las face. 

For ornament, in every public place $ So 

As Aire as aardsy fie to th' ajfenfbly comes. 

And is tht fitmsture of drawing-rooms : 

When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are free. 

And, joinM to two, he fuls not— 4o make three : 

Narciflus is the glory of his race ; f 5 

For who does nothing with a better grace ? 

To deck my lift, by nature were defignM 
'Such ihining expleti<ves of human kind, 
Who want, while through blank life they dream along* 
Sinfe to be right, and paffion to be wrong. ya 

To counterpoife this hero of the modi^ 
' Some for renown zxtjingular and 6dd\ 
What other men diflike, is Aire to pleafe. 
Of all mankind, thefe dear antipodes ; 
Through pride, not malice, they run counter jfKll, 95 
And birtb-days are their days of dreffing ill, 
Arbuthnot is a fool, and F a fage, 

S— ly will fright you, E engage ; 

By n'dture ftreams run backward, flame defcends. 
Stones mount, and SufTex is the worft of friends ; xoe 
They take their reft by day^ and wake by night. 
And blufli, if you furprize them in the right i 
If they by change blurt out, ere well aware, 
A fwan is white, or Queenlberry is fair. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 105 

A fool in fafhion, but a fool that ^s out* 
His paffion for abfurdity 's fo fhx>ng. 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong ^ 

^ 4. Though 



;, „■ . '" "3MMW <rf his timef^ 

V«-vcry„runbkfta./*,>;..>V-Ilcrv 
't gaudy butterflies art l.jc„-, 

'-ffea hf=ch..e ,•.«„,,. ir.„;.. 
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At if their gF&ndeur, by contagion^ wroug^tt 
And fame wa^ like ^f(M/ir, to be caught s 
But afbr ieveii yean dance, from place to ^ace» 
The * Dane Js more familiar with hit Grace. 

Who*d be a enacb to prop a rotten peer j 
Or living /iJKtorf dangling at his ear, * 
For ever whifpcring lecret^ which were blown 
For months before, by trdmpets, through the town 
WhoM be a glaft, with flattering grimace^ 
Still to refle6l the temper of his face; 
Or hxpffffiM to flick upon his fleeve, 
'When my lord *s gracious, and vouchiafea k leave 
Or at/him, when his heavinefs fliall pleaie 
To loll, or thimp it, for his better otTe } 
Or a vile ^if^, for noon, or night, beij^ke. 
When the peer rajbly fwears he "11 club his joke ? 
WhoM fliake with laughter, though he could not fii 
His lord/hip's jeft ; or, if his nofe broke wind. 
For bleflings to the gods profoundly bow, i 

That can cry, *• Chimney fweep," or drive 9. plough 
With terms like thefe, how mean the tribe that chfe 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like thefe hnpo/e. 

But what 's the tribe moft likely to comply ? 
The men of ink, or antient authors lye ; i 

The writing tribe, who fliamelefs auSions hold 
Of praife, by inch of candle to be fold : 
All men they flatter, but themfelves the moft. 
With deathlefs fame, their everlafting boaft : 

1 
* A Daniih dog of the duke of Ai^yll. 
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For fame no cully makes fo much her jeft^ 165 

As her old coaftant fpark^ the bard profeH;. 

*' Boyle ihiaes in council^ Mordaunt in the fight, 

** Pelham ^s magDifi«eiit 5 but I can write, 

♦* Ajad what to my great foul like glory dear ?'"• 

Till fome god whifpers in his tingling ear, 170 

Th' ifame "*s unwhoiefome taken without meat:^ 

Ajid life is bell fullain'd by what is eat : 

Grown lean, and ^wife, he curfes what he writ. 

And wilhes all his wants were in his ivit. 

Ah ! what avails it, when his dinner 's loil, 175 

That his triumphant name adorns a pqfl P 
Or that his Ihining pi^e (provoking fate I) 
Defejicb Sirloins, which fons of dulnefs cat? 

What foe to verfe without compaflion hears, 
What on^X profe-man can refrain from tears, i8* 

When the poor Mufe, for Jefs than half a crown, 
A proflitute on eveiy bulk in tov/n, 
With other whores undone, though not in print. 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ye bards ! why will j-ou iing, though uninfpiiM ? 185 
Ye bards ! v/hy will youJ}ar-J€y to be cJmird? 
DefunSi by Phoebus' laws, beyond redrefs. 
Why will yoMi fpeSlres haunt the friglited prefs ? 
Bad metre, that excrefcence of the head, 
Like bair, will Iprout, altliough the poei 's dead, 190 

All other trades dernund^ verfe-makcrs beg \ 
A dedication is a <woodcn kg ; 
A barren Labeo, the true niumpcrs fafliion, 
Expofcs horroii/d hrats to move compajjloti. 

VCL. I. I TIiGunh 
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Though fuch myfelf> vile bards I difcomnieiid j i 
Nay more^ diough gentle Baaum it mfjrimd. 
<< It ^t then a cruiie to <uir^r^«— If talent ram 
Proclaim the god^ the crimfe n iibfvrbem't 
For fomcy though few, there are large-miifded moii 
Who watch unieen the labourt of the pen % v 

Who know the Mufe'« worth, and therefore cmnt^ 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her fbpport| 
Who fenre, m^aflCd^ the Uafi fntmce to wit; 
My fole excufe, alas I for having writ. 
Argyll true wit is ftudious to r^re % «< 

And Dorfet finiks, if ^obbus fmilM before \ 
Pembn>ke In years the long*lov*d arts admixes, 
And Henrietta like a Mufe infpires. 

But, ah 1 not vtjpiratkm can obtain 
That fame, which poets languiih for in vain. t : 

How mad their aim, who thirft for glory, ftrive 
To grafp, what no man can poifefs ali'ue / 
Fame 's a reverfion in which men take place 
(O late reverfion !) at their own deceafe. 
This truth fagacjous Lintot knows fo well, s; 

YLtflar*ves his authors, that their works mayy?//. 

ThaXfame is ivealtb, fantaftic poets cry j 
That ^wealth hfame, another clan reply 5 
Who know no guilt, no fcandal, but in ragsi 
And /well in juit proportion to their bags. 1 

Nor only the low- bom, deform'd, and old. 
Think glory nothing but. the beams of gold 5 
1'he iirft ypung lord, which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall match the verieft huncks in Lombard-ftrcet, 

Fr< 



^t for the poor he ha. ..^rf, b« 1* 
is of honour ira^tj^hy thdr «A. 
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'Txs the YK>rid> debt to ^eeib of higfai degree $ & 
But if you pay yxwrTelf, tiie i^mjA^ is fire^. 

Were there ap tG09£;ue to fpp^ diem but his owiit 
Auguftus* deeds ia ara^s had Be*er been kaowa. 
Augufbis* <)eedf ! if that ajnbigvo:ut name 
Confounds my reader^ and mifgaides his aim, si 
Such is the Prince's worth, of whom T (peak $ 
The Romyui would not bluih at the naiinke. 
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SATIRE V. 

O N 

WOMEN. 

** O faireft of creation I laft and beft 

'* Of all God's works ! Creature in whom exccllM, 

** Whatever can to fight, or thought, be formM 

** Holy, divine, good, amiable, or fweet ! 

** How art thou loft !" — Milton. 

NOR reigns ambition in bold ma?: alone j 
Sbftfef?iaie hearts the rude invader own : 
But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things, 
Than routing armies, and dethroning kings : 
Attend, and you difcern it in the fair 5 

Condu£l 2. finger, or reclaim a hair j 
Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye j 
Or, in full joy, elaborate ^ifigh. 

The fex we honour, though their faults we blame; 
Nay, thank their faults for fuch a. J r ui/f ul thtmc: 10 

A theme, fair '. doubly kind to me. 

Since fatirizing thofe is praifing thee-, 

Who wouldft not bear, too modcrftly refin'd, 

A panegyric of a grofler kind. 

Britannia's daughters, much more /^ir than »/V^, 15 
Too fond of admiration, IoCq their price ; 

1 3 Wor.i 
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Worn in the public tjt^ give cheap delij^ht 
To throngs, and taniih to the fated fight t 
As unreferv*d> and beauteous, as the fun. 
Through tvtryJign,oi vaaitf they run j 
Aflemblics, F^uks, coarfe £csA» in City-halls, 
Le6huts, and Trials, Plays» Committees, Bails, 
Wells, Bedlams, Executions, Smithfield fccnes. 
And Fortune-tellers Caves, and Lions Dens» 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, Drawing-rooms, 
Inftallments, Pillories, Coronations, Tombs, 
Tumblers, and Funerals, Puppet-fhows, Reviews, 
Sales, Races, Rabbets, (and, ftill ftrangerl> Pews* 

Clarinda*s bofom bums, but burns for Fame; 
And Love lies vanquiih'd in a nobkr flame i 
Warm gleams of hope ihe, fitn*;, diipenfes 3 ttnt. 
Like April funs, dives into clouds again : 
With all her luftre, noiv, her lover warms 5 
^ben, out of oftentation, hides her chaims : 
*Ti8, next, her pleafure fwectly to complain. 
And to be taken with a fudden pain ; 
Then, (he ftarts up, all ecftafy and blifs. 
And is, fweet foul ! juft as fincere in this : 
O how flie rolls her charming eyes in JpigAf / 
And looks delightfully with all her might I 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wife. 
She conquers for the triumph, not the pr'Kce^ 

Zwz refembles ^tna crown'd with fnows j 
Without fhe freezes, and within fhe glows : 
Twice ere the fun defcends, with zeal infpir'd. 
From the vain converfe of the world retir'd. 



/ho thmtjgh gooc!-ba'<:dmg is iU ct^mpanj'^ 
^hok mmmcrs wiIJ not ki htt l;inmi m^^. 
rho thinks you are mhappj, when at/^flrr j 
find you ue^vs^ who i-acks her fuJitlc hL-q 
Dd vows— ^* that her great -^Grandfather Is ^ 
A dearth of words a ^mrnoM need not frJ] 
tt 'tis a laik mtJced to learn^/j j^^^r ^ 
that the mil of conv^erfation lies ; 
iatyJf^4t/^ <sr w^ii^/, you hoth polite and w\ 
^aotippe cries, **Ui nymphs who nought 
Be loft in filcncc, and rcfign the day; 
Ajid lel the guilty wife her guilt confds. 
By tame behaviour, and a foft addrdkr* 
raogh 't'/r/f/f, Jhe refufea to comply 
til all the dilates of haffmmiy j 
pcttigh wifdom, Jhe rtftiiis to Aihmft 

fdom s rules, anil rava to prove her ii^^ 
her imbJcniiilrd honoifr to m^iminFjj, 
her hujb.: 
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Can vent h«r tkunders. Bad hilt liglitiiiiigv f^y. 

O'er cooling gruelf and compofihg Ua r 

Nor refts by night, but, more iincere tlian nke, 

Shtfiakes the curtains with her kind^Avilctt \ 

Doubly, like echo, /ound is her delight. 

And the lajf <word is her eternal right. 

Is *t not enough plagues, wars, and famines, rife 

To laih our crimes, but muft our wives be «wije ? 

Famine, plague, war, and an unntunberM throng S5 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong : 
What blacky what ceafelefs cares befiege oiir flate I 
What ftrokes we feel from fancy ^ and horafaie I 
If fate forbears us, fancy ftrikes the blow j 
We make misfortune ; filicides in woe. |p 

Superfluous aid ! unnecefTary fkill ! 
Is nature backward to torment, or kill ? 
How oft the noatiy how oft the mtdnighty bell, 
(That iron tongue of death !) with fokmn knell. 
On Folly's errands as we vainly roam, 95 

Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from home ? 
Men drop fo faft, ere life's mid ftage we tread. 
Few know fo many friends ali^ve, as dead. 
Yet, as immorlal, in our up-hill chace 
We prefs coy Fortune with unflackcnM pace j xoo 

Our ardent labours for the toys we feek. 
Join iiight to day, and Sunday to the week : 
Our vi ry joys are anxious, and expire 
Betw;.t..i .'27/iV/v znA fierce defire. 

Now whuL reward for all this grief and toil ? 105 

But one 3 a female friend's endearing fmilc 5 

5 A tender 
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A tender fmile, our forrows' only ba^-m. 
And, in life's tempeft, the fad jailor's calm. 

How have I feen a gentle nymph draw nigh. 
Peace in her air, perfuafion in her eye; no 

Vi£torious tendemeft ! it all o'crcame, 
Hujhands lookM mild, •ssiA fa^vages grew tame. 

The Syl'van race our a6live nymphs purfiie ; 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete j 115 

There Majler Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate ; 
While fair ^Tifs Charles to toilets is confinM, 
Nor ralhly tempts the barbarous fun and wind. 
Some nymphs affeft a more heroic breed. 
And volt from hunters to the manag'djieed^ izo 

Command liis prancings with a martial air. 
And Fobert has the forming of the Fair. 

Mere than one fteed muft Delia's empire feel, 
Who fits triumphant o'er the flying 'wheel j 
And as fhe guides it through th' admiring throng, 125 
With what an air /he fmacks xktfdken thong ! 
Graceful as John, (he moderates the reins. 
And whiftles fweet her diuretic ftrains : 
Sefoftris like, fuch charioteers as tkcfe 
May drive fix hamefs'd monarchsy if theypleafe: 130 
They dri've, rc^ju-, run, with love of glory fmit. 
Leap, fiviniy fioot flying, and pronounce on ivit. 

O'er the Belie-lcttres lovely Daphne reigns j 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains : 
With legs tois'd hi^h, on her fouhee file fits, 135 

Vouciuahi^g audience to contending wits : 

Of 
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Of each performance ihe *8 the final teft | 

One a£l read o'er, ihe prophefict the reftf 

And then, pronouncing with deciiive air» 

Fully convinces all the, town— ^ V^/S»r« 140 

Had lovely Daphne Hecatefla^s face. 

How would her elegance of tafte decrea£« ! 

Some Ivtdiei* judgment in ihtir features lies. 

And all their genius fparkks from their eyes. 

But holdy ihe cries, lampooner I have a care ^ 145 
Muft I want common fenfe, becauie I *in fair ? 
O no : fee Stella $ her eyes fhine as bright. 
As if her tongue was never in the right ^ 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire I 
SJie feems infpir^d, and can herfelf infpire : 150 

How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publifh, and could ihe forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar tofen/e. 
Nor is 't a fan6lion for impertwence, 

. Sempronia likM her man; and well ihe might; 155 
The youth in perfon, and in parts, was bright j 
PofTefs'd of every virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juft empire o'er the female heart : 
He met her paifion, all her fighs returned. 
And, in full rage of youthful ardour, bum'd: 160 
Large his pofTeflions, and beyond her own 5 
Their blifs the theme and envy of the town : 
The day was iix'd, when, with one acre more. 
In itepp'J deform'd, debaucliM, difeasM, threefcore* 
The fatal fcquel I, through iliame, forbear : 165 

Of pride and advance who can cure the fair ? 

Man's 



tk not to m^fin, noria fen/e, 

£r, or unthankfuInefH dertroys, 
arrow fpbere, our folid joys, 
airy land of noHe and Jhow, ~B 

jght but dreams, no real pkafurea grow| 
,; mr-pumPh to fobfilt wc ftrlve 
KJ tkln to keep tlie foul ^h^ 
Tick; mak£ hafte i the doaor caili 
. but whereas hb patient? At the balU il 
rftaresi her woman curtYies low* 
|« My Lady, Sir, h always fo i 
fcs put her maladies to flight i 
(lie cm^tfmdr htit (hrcan ^'a^-' ^H «'g^M 
nown my Lady (for (ke bve« a tone) ■« 
t?^rf take an opera in Junet 
hough perhaps you 11 thmk the pr^aicc bo 
Bight Park ii ibvercign for a rif/i? 
■^/im breakfafts of green fraK ag^^j 

^ . "—Jit. ^«- -L <- ^ %* 
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Alasy my heart ! how languiihingly fair 
Yon lady lolls I With what a tendfer air 1 
Pale as a^ung dramatic author, when, 
O^er darling lines, fell Gibber waves his p«n. 200 

Is her lord angry, or has * Veny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the malk forbid ? 
*< Late fitting-up has turnM her rofes white/* 
Why went ihe not to bed ? " Becaufe 'twas nightJ*^ 
Did ihe then dance, or play ? ** Nor this, nor that/* 105 
Well night foon fbeals away in pleafing chat. 
« No, all alone, her prajers flie rather chofe ; 
** Than be that <wretcb to fleep till morning rofe." 
Then Lady Cynthia, miftrefs of the fhade. 
Goes, with the fajhionable owls, to bed : xio 

This her pride covets, this her health denies j 
Her foul is filly, but her body 's wife. 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms revive. 
And triumph in the bloom oifj"ty-fi*ve. 
You, in the morning, ^fair nymph invite; 215 

To keep her word, a bro^vn one comes at night : 
Next day ihe fhines in gloffy black ; and then 
Revolves into her native red again : 
Like a dove's neck, (lie fliifts her traniicnt charms. 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 220 

But o?ie admirer has the painted lafs; 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-giafs : 
Yet Laura 's beautiful to fuch excefs. 
That all her art fcarce makes her pleafe us lefs, 

* Lap-dog, 



bar t|owcrs» aiid IpreaJs lier v«Ivct grctii; 

Prills the lo»ely tlc^rt trace* 
rir miific on thi: iavage race. 
Ihtn a niggartt af ber hlii= ? 
I gmUtufs m a world lik£ ib« f 
twd uik« her kv^tul charms rtCiir^j 
ted €trfs (lepra vM allurements chuie* 
aa's p^rion for the tQwri^ it^i air 
effi£l gives vapours to tlie fair; 
dsj a.nd Jlia4y gro?ea, and cryilal fpti 
J, and nightkple** arc otlimis tliingt; 
li und duttf a^nd. noik'e, zmL crawdss dfii 
nrefs'd to dca£h» tianip^rts her quite : 
ter rivykts play through i&wtry meads, 
ilvna give their fwettg, and /liwtv their ibad 
mdi^ abiciit ud^urs A^e^ regrets, 
^ her noir at bsds of vitiku* 
[ly life ptittftrr'd <<> ^c ferene ? 
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O ftcred iblttude I diTineretrnt! 
Choice of the Prodeiit I enry of tlie Great 1 
fiytiiypur&iireaiii^ or in thy wsvia^ Ihade, 
We court har WiiHon, that celeftial mmids 
The genuine offiiprii^ of her lorM embno^ 
fStrai^eiB on earth!) are mMOcmet and femttz ■ 
^tbirif from the ways of men laid (afe vHutre^ 
We fmile to hear the diftant tempeft roar $ 
^Iterty bler8*d with health, with bu&ieih nBperpk 
TbU life we reliih, and enfore die nexii 
S3«r# too the Muiet fport} thefe niu!Dberi.liree^ 
Pierian Eaftfafuryl I owe to thee. 

There fport the MoTet} but not there akmet 
Their iacred force Amelia fiseU in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fitj 
A wit herfelfy Amelia weds a wit : 
^oth wits I though miracles are faid to ceafe. 
Three days, three wondrous days 1 they livM in pe 
With the fourth fun a warm difp^te aroie. 
On Durfey's poefy, and Bunyan^s profe : 
The learned war both wage with equal force. 
And the fifth mom concluded the divorce, 

Phoebe, though (he pofTeiTes nothing lefs. 
Is proud of being rich in happinefs : 
Laboriouily purfues deluilve toys, 
Content with pains, fmce they 're reputed joys. 
With what well-a£led tranfport will (he fay, 
** Well, fme, we were fo \xa,^yY yeflerday ! 
** And then that charming party for to-morrotw /** 
Though, well flie knows, 'twill languifh into forn 



P'liitrBieartt* like % wife, wf fliy n, 
fnjoy^ becauie it Is $ur ckwj?. ^a^ 

sre few, ajjd fewer we enjoy j 
ke qukk^^^er, is ^r/j-if, and ^^j 
\ grafp it with our utrnoft Jkill, 
^s us, ami it glitters ilill : 
^1, compute your raighty gains ; 19 j ; 

but rank p<jiJbn in yoiu" veins ? 
; m Ivergiafs an angel fpies, 
rs in her ear pernicious lyesj 
tule ihe fyn^eys a face fo fine, 
aticty of charms di^^Ile3 , ^g^ 

r lover yawns, all changed appears 
and rtie ineJts [fweet foul I) i^i teai^ : 
«1 yo^ng, hft w«k, her wtfli enjoyed, 
fment aiJ the night employed | 
came, when Strephon, wAkmg, found so| 
ightl) his bride in forrow drown M. 
|,fie, fays Strcphon, niakes thee we 




l^vLt Coon thfeiatyd jg y tfi t w 9tt»m^^ ^ 
Again ottritoffyyJMKqgJii^ #^ bofiiwpr jy^VBrs 
Eternal Love li|:,iiui^r: 4ieiir |Hmc %ifit^^ 
Let womfln nemartmifi^, imt it^S^afr^ 
Nor praife, opr hlame^- taiP muc^^lj;^ 3»!9f«9t of £k 
Hsinger and Loyc m f oreiga if^ iJbe <uaiL 
There is ijnrired a j^affion moBB ]3efiii^5i^. 
For thofe few npnphs wboie channwe o£thi mioA < 
But not of that ufifafUpanablii fet 
Ir Phyllis ; PhyUis- and her DanuuLnoat. 
Eternal tovc ^a^Jy hits her tajflte; 
Phyllis demands etern^ love at Usqfi, 
Embracing Phyllis with foft-0nilini£; tjrj^y 
Eternal Love I vow, f^ fwain relies ; 
But fay, my M^ my Miftrejs, aod my FrUmd! 
What day liext weet th* Eternity ihall €mi^ 

Some nymphs prefer aftronomj to lo'vei 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 
The fair philofopher to Rowley flies. 
Where, in a hox^ the whole creation lies : 
She fees the planets in their turns advance. 
And fcorns, Poitlcr, thy fublunary dance : 
Of Defaguliers flie bcfpeaks frcfh air \ 
And Whifton has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia ti-ics ! 
'Tis not in air-pumps the gay Colonel dies. 
But though to-day this rage of fcience reigns^ 
'(O fickle fex !) foon end her learned pains. 
Lo I Pug from Jupiter her heart has got. 
Turns out die ftai-s, and Newton is a fot. 
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To turn; (he never took the height 

Of Saturn, yet i» ever in the right. 
She (hikes each point with native force of mind, V 345 
While puzzled Learning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to fight, and elegant to thought, \ 

The great are vanquifh'd, and the ijuife are taiight. I 
Her breeding finifhM, and her temper fweet, ' 

When ferious, eafyj and when gay, difcreetj 350 
In glittering fcenes, o'er her own heart, fevere ; 
In crouds, colle6ledj and in courts, fmcercj 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well-underftood. 
She takes a noble pride in doing good j 
Yet, not fuperior to her fex's cares, 335 

The mode fhe fixes by the gown flie wears j 
Oijllks and china fhe 's the laft appeal j 
In thefe great points flie leads the commonweal j 
And if difputes of empire rife between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 360 

*Tis doubt! 'tis darknefs! till fufpendcd fate 
Aifumes her nod, to clofe the grand debate. 
When fuch her mind, why will the fair exprefs 
Their emulation only in their dref^ ? 

But oh! the nymph that mounts above the /!/>/, 3C5 
And, gratis y clears religious myftencs, 
Rcfolv'd the church's welfare to enfure. 
And make her family 2, fine-cur e-. 
The theme divine at cards Ihe '11 not forget. 
But takes in texts of Scripture 2Xp:cquet\ 370 

In thofe licentious meetings a(^ts the pi*ude, 
And thanks her Maker that her cards aie good. 

Vol. I. K \'. h.t 



139 YOUNCSPOEMS. 

What angels would tfaofe be, who tfaiM exctl 

In theologies, could duyfiw at i*ell 1 

Yet why ihould not the fair her text purfiie f yf^ 

Can ihe more decently the do6^or woo ? 

*Tis hard, too, (he who makes no uie but chmi 

Of her religion, ihoutd be barrM in that. 

I(aac, a brother of the canting ftrain. 
When he hat knockM at his own £kul] in vain, 3S0 
To beamteons Marcia often vnll repair 
With a daric text, to light it at the,^nr. 
O how his pons foul exults to find 
Such love for bofy men in womankind ! 
ChannM with htr learning, with what rapture he jf 5 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induftrious Aee^ 
Hums round about her, and with all his power 
ExtraSs fweet wifdom from fo fair zflotver I 

T\it young and gay declining, Appia flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the fw'tfe : 390 

By nature more an eagle than a do'vey 
She impioufly prefers the loorld to lo<ve. 

Can wealth give happinefs ? look round, and fee 
What gjay diftrefs ! what fplendid mifery I 
Whatever fortune lavifhly can pour, 3^^^ 

The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat 5 believe not what it fays 5 
Like any lord, it promi/es'-^znd pays. 
How will the mifer ftartle, to be told 
Of fuch a wonder, as infobuent gold ! ^4)o 

What nature tvofits has an intrinfic weight; 
All more is but the fafhion of the plate, 

^Wliich, 



— : J mm ■■ jiwi/jj c nmm. m 

ifcfcM lovers, >.ho raafcc ,wM their car J 
think accompliftraaits will win the fair - 
lair, 'tis true, hj g^mus fljould br won ' 
wer/ unfold their beauties to the /«„ -' 
yet in female fcajes a fop out-waghs * 
Wit muJt wear the ^-i/i^r^ and the A«v^ 
ht flunes fo bright m viin Liberia's ^e" 
Jt, impudence, and perfidy; .— 

^^thoffire,thatha.dru.Weep, andpl.y.j^ 
^.11 d lus man, and triumph'd o'er his mid- 

>c«Ule dear dellrcy„ to her arras; 
•nply gives (though treated long a^irO 
■a« qt sttrii his revert^ in Mw. 
reCtnt, and wifl, a wmai, iU, 
rn htaro'er one moment to her tviU 
latguU lady ne« appears in Ibte ' 
'as not bom to carry her cm, weight • 
Is, reels, ftsKs^rs, riU fe»> c- ;^ Jj 
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And that is fpoke with fuch a dying fall. 

That Betty rather y^«, than bears the cal] : 

The motion of her lips, and meaning eye, 435 

Piece out th' idea her faint words deny. 

O liften with attention moft profound ! 

Her voice is but the (hadow of a found. 

And help ! oh help ! her fpirits arc fo dead. 

One hand fcarce lifts the other to her head. 440 

If, there, a ftubbom pin it triumphs o'er. 

She pants ! (he fmks away ! and is no more. 

Let the robuft and the gigantic car^ve^ 

Life is not worth fo much, fhc 'd rzth&c fiarfve : 

But chew ihe nmft herfelf j ah cruel fate ! 445 

That Rofalinda can't by proxy eat. 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind heaven !) againft the pozfofi of their eyes. 

Thaleftris triumphs in a manly mien ; 
Loud is her accent, and her phrafe obfcene. 4^0 

In fair and open dealing where 's the Hiaine ? 
What nature dares to g-i've, fhe dares to name. 
This honeji felloiv is fmccre and plain, 
And juftly gives the jealous hulband pain. 
(Vain is the ta/k to petticoats aflign'd, 4^^ 

If wanton language (hews 2i naked m\x\d.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence. 
An oath fupplies the vacancies of fenfe. 
Hark ! the (hrill notes tranfpierce the yielding air. 
And teach the neighbouring echoes how to fwear. 4^0 
By Jove, is faint, and for the fimple fwain j 
She, on the Chi'iftian Syftem, is prophane. 

But 
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But though the volley rattles in your ear. 

Believe her drefs^ ihe 's not a grenadier. 

If thunder 's awful, how much more our dread, 465 

When Jove deputes a lady in his ftead ? 

A lady ! pardon my miftaken pen, 

A (hamelefs woman is the worft of men. 

Few to good-breeding make a juft pretence ; 
Good-breeding is the bloflbm of good-fenfej 470 

■The laft refult of an accomplilh'd mind. 
With outward grace, the boiy^s 'virtue ^ join'd. 
A violated decency now reigns ; 
And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 
With Chinefe painters modern toafis agree, 475 

The point they aim at is deformity : 
They tbrtnv their perfons with a hoyden air 
Acrofs the room, and tofs into the chair. 
So far their conmierce with mankind is gone. 
They, for our manners, have exchang'd their own. 480 
The modeft look, the caftigated grace. 
The gentle movement, and (Icw-meafur'd pace. 
For which her lovers dfd^ her parents pay^d^ 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 
Stiff forms are bad; but let not worfe intrude, 485 
Nor conquer art and nature^ to be rude. 
Modem good-breeding" carry to its height. 
And Lady D 's felf will be polite. 

Ye riling fair I ye bloom of Britain's ifle ! 
When high-bom Anna, with a foftenM fmile, '490 
Leads on your train, and fparkles at your head. 
What feems moil hard, is, not to be vveU-bred. 

K 3 Her 
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Her bright example with fucceft purfue^ 
And all, but adoratioii, is your due. 

But adoration I give me foraething nrnre^ 495 

Cries Lyc6y on the borders of thrtifc^rt t 
J Nought treads fo filent as the foot of /amrs 
I Hence we miftake our autumn for o«r prime 1 
^is greatly wift to know, before we *re toldt 
The melancholy hews, diat we grvw oUL $0b 

Autumnal Lyc6 carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 
O how your beating breaft a miftrefs warmth 
Who looks through rpe6hu:les to fee your clunns I 
While rival undertakirs hover round, 505 

And with his fpade ^e/exton marks the gromidy 
Intent not on her own, but others* doom. 
She plans new conquefts, and defnauis the tomb, 
Jn vain the cock has Cummon' d Jprites away. 
She walks at noon, and blafls the bloom of day. 510 
Gay rainbow (ilks her mellow charms infold. 
And nought of hyc6 but herfelf is old. 
Her grizzled locks affume zfmirking grace. 
And art has leveVd her deep furrow'd face. 
Her ftrange demand no mortal can approve, 515 

We '11 aflc her bleffingy but can't aflc Yink^e. 
She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 
(All ladies but herfelt") at nhtety-nine, 

O how unlike her was thefacred age 
Of prudent Portia ! Her grey hairs engage 5 5x0 

Whole thoughts are fuited to her life 's decline : 
Virtue 's the paint that can with wrinkles ihine. 

4 That, 



en we conquer lifers meridian ibl, 
wnward tend into ihe vale of age, 
rop ap^c^ ^ by ^^/j^rif fome decay, 
nt the blafls of >r/«;r^ fweep awayj 
Lked quite of happinefs, algyd 
for death, andy^^/f^r in ^ niroud, 
I Ponia now J^But Portja Jeft hehind 
^iy copies of her form and mijid, 
lart untouch d their earfj^^^f can view, 
flijng rofe^buds dippM in ^^mV^ dew ? 

iheitcr takes thdr tender bloom, 

ns their minds to fl^e ftom ilk to come ? 

J. wheBturn^d adrift, .o rule, to guide, 
thcmercyof thev^indandiidei 

1 ^ii^ff^ i^^fi it to and fro ■ 



^ 



I 

I 



$4^ 



^rment, and then ^mtsJM m woe. fl 

t orphans, ibce in fiiear duft ^H 

ith jjis; the hifU^M ^r. .A^.r4S^^^I 
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If on your fame our fex a blot has thrown, 
'Twill ever ftick, through malice of your otAm. 
, Moft hard ! in pleafing your chief ^/ory lies j 555 

y And yet from pleafmg your chief dangers rife : 
, Then pleafe the Beft\ and know, for men of fenfe, 
^ Your ftrongeft charms are native innocencc- 
^ Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
^ Fright him, that 's worth your love, from your cm- 
brace. 560 
y lufimple manners all the fecret lies ; 

Be kind and virtuous, you '11 be bleft and wife. 
/ Vzmjbeyu and noife intoxicate the brain, 
i Begin with giddmefsy and end in pain, 
» AfFeft not empty fame, and idle praifc, 565 

f Which, all thofe wretches I dcfcribe, betrays. 

Your fex's glory 'tis, to ftiine unknoivn-, 
, Of all applaufe, be fondeft oi your oivn. 
Beware the fever of the mind ! that thirft 
With which the age is eminently curft : r«o 

To drink of pleafure, but inflames defire j 
And abftinence alone can quench the fire ; 
Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb j 
Give peace in hand\ and promife blifs to come. 
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^^ ^ patronefs, biit fought In vam* 
whifper*d in my t-ar^" Geiraain.^'-^ 
not.^** Your rcafon'?^ fomewhat odd j 
►ws his patron, now ?^^ reply^d tlie god. 
e, to J!??^, and to the luarA/, unknown ; 5 
Igreac EBmes, to ffiield them from the town. 

Ki&, liJce iftauty difan^yM, 
S, of /r^i^itfelf a^-iii-d: 
fiilc to patronize vour la 
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My portraits grace your mindy as his yo\xrJide\ 
His portraits will inflame, mine quench ^ your pride : 
He 's dear, joxx frugal % choofe my cheaper lay 5 
And be your reformation all my pay. 
^ Lavinia is polite, but not propbane $ 
f To Church as conftant as to Drury-lane. 
She decently* inform, pays heaven its due; 
And makes a civil vifit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a folemn air, 15 

Conceals her face, which pajfes for a prayer z 
Cwt'fies tocurt'lies, then, with grace, fucceed; 
Not one the fair omits, but at the Creed. 
Or if ihe joins the Service^ 'tis to ^eak 5 
Through dreadful ^/f/^r^ the pent heart might break j 30 
Untaught to bear it, women talk aivay 
To God himfelf, and fondly think they pray, . 
"Butf-weet their accent, and their air refin''iii 
For they 're before their Maker — and mankind : 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 35 

Satan himfelf will toll the parilh bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bred, 
Drufa receives her vifitants in bed ; 
But, chafte as ice, this Vefta, to defy 
The very blackeft tongue of calumny. 40 

When from the Iheets her lovely form flie lifts. 
She begs yowjuji would turnyouy while (h^Jhifts, 

Thofe charms are greateft which decline the fight, 
That makes the banquet poignant and polite. 
There is no nx-oman, ivhere there 's no referee ; 45 
And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers flarve. 

But 



m vmB a iid& iijr tbe bcmrd ^, 

defy the fell Hyrcanbn paid* 
d rhinoceros, qt rough Ruffjan bcai/ 
your 'wiiif and then ion^erfi with her 
gflories in profufe expcnce | 
s tii/rs^kfi is magnificenci* 
' her gallant, is^/^r delight i 
e fatal fijlj, is exquifite 5 
ymph fuch reafon to he glad t 
two lovers | cne run wad. 
fir honeft execrations pour j 
only flioyld iff/^ her more, 
conftarit to her old galknt, 
luily fupports liim in his want. 
^ h a fetter* is a foare, 
lady fo polite can bear* 
Ful, ih^ ^5 obfen^ant, and with pains 
jrood gf hii/lards /he maintains, 
vaoiage ha*; the fair to pJead, 
L ihe marrmge- 
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Some might fufpe^^ the nymph not o'uer^good^ 
Nor would they be miftaken, if they fhould. 

Unmarried Abra pats on formal airs $ 
Her cuihion *8 thread-bare with her conftmt pr 

Her only grief is, that fhe cannot be 
At once engagM in frtr^ and charitj^^ 
And tbis^ to do her juftice, muft be faid, 
** Who would not diink that Abra was a mav 

Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed ) 
For whore ^s the man that *s wordiy of tbeir be 
If no difeafe reduce her pride* before, 
Lavinia will be rayilh^d at threefcore. 
Then fhe fubniits to venture in the daric ; 
And nothing now is wanting— but her (park* 

Lucia thinks happinefs confifts in' ftate $ 
She weds an idiot , but (he eats in plate. 

The goods of fortune, which her foul poflef 
Are but the ground of unmade happinefs j 
The rude material : ivifdom add to this, 
Wifdom, the fole artificer of blifs j 
She from herfelf, if fo compeird by need. 
Of tbin content can draw the fubtle thread j 
But (no detraftion to her facred (kill) 
If fhe can work in goldy 'tis better ftill. 

If Tullia had been bleft with half her fenfe. 
None could too much adraire her excellence : 
But fince fhe can make error fhine fo bright. 
She thinks it <vulgar to defend the right. 
With underftanding (he is quite o'er-run 5 
And by too great accomplifhments undone : 



si^l 
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cr charms 0/ mlnd^With fwtct (Jelay, 
lure fomrdj pen'erfclj iomc belie /e, 
vcmlelvcs impurtimt, men nmiigrifw* 
air^ to Eix iier jealoLis loid, 
be fop Jhe laugiift ^t, ts iidar'tL 

^Kj^s wtre fcaj'ce a worJe <itScBC£. 
^k*d with every charm to blei's, 
fk ^^t 1^1^ ^^^^ htifb:indL's //4iV : 
rmuch I and greatly wxs he mov'd 
Lquietudes in her he lovM. 1 

rming this r'^--The pleafurc Jailed longj 
day the fits come thick and llraiig 1 

Pad the ^h^Tjui^ only JksgH'd ^ 
^cd when he fimid be pain*d* 
vengeance have the gods in ilore ? 
a life, now Ihe can piagua tio mare 
tbouiand uu : hat none fuccced : 
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fever to proajre indeed i 
j *u:™ „:.* ^ t :_- 
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His wounded ears cmnplaintt eternal fill. 
As unoilM hinges, quernlmifly fluill. 
" You went Itft aiglit wick Gelia to die bBll."* 
Youproreit^Eilie. «Nocgol that *• werft of ■ 
Nothing can pleafe her, nothing not inflame { 
And arrant c^tftradiBwu are ^famu. 
Her brermuft htfad^ to pleafe her fpleen ; 
His mhrtb is an inexpiable fin : 
For of all rhmb tiiat can pain her brcaft. 
There *s oaf » tiiat wounds far deeper dian tiw n 
To wreck her quiet» the moft dreadliil fkM 
Is if her lover dares enjoy himftlf . 

And diis» beeaufe (he *s exquififedy Dsir i 
Should I dif^ute her beauty, how flie Mftare 7 
How would Melania be furpris^d to liear 
She '8 quite deformM ? And yet die cafe it clear 
} What *6 female beauty, but an air divine, 
. Through which the mind's ail-gentle graces ihii 
t They, like the fun, irradiate all between ^ 
I The body charms beeaufe the foul \%freM» 
; Hence, men are often captives of a face, 
; They know not why, of no peculiar grace : 
: Some forms, though bright, no mortal man cac 
< Some, none reftji thmigh not exceeding fair. 
Arpada *s highly bom, and nicely bred. 
Of tafte refinM, in life and manners read i 
Yet reaps no fruit from her fuperior ienfe. 
But to be teaaCd by her own excellence. 
<< Folks are fo aukward ! Things £b unpolite f 
She *s elegantly pain'd from mom till night« 
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\ wh^r to vain, though blooming in thy fpriji^ » 

mmng.frmi, M^rd, ^tiArv^rstdtdiKmgi ijt 

-^ *wJ/l come ; diieafe way come before j 

is full ^s mortal as ik-eefcore, 

.nunc, and thy chams, may fot^n decay s 

int thdtfugitws prolong their ft^y, 

saiis tottas, their fountbtlon fhakesi 

lat fuppoit« them, jn a tnometit breakii j 

w/^oft^^^ iisto the foui kt vimies Ihinej 

Mi^^ eternal, as the Ti,-^rJfr divine, 

's a manager I (he ^s bom f-jt ruJe ; 

lows her ay£/>r hulband is a/o^/; 

tics holds, and fpijis thc/wif/f thread 

ijdes the lover to his fair-one's btfdt 

mil amours can fmooth the way, 

k letters diilnfe^ or c&fi^ey. 
riv d of fuch importajit cares, 
iom condcfcends to lefs affairs* 
^ hr^skm Jhe 1] prt^taafihme, 
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/* Syi-ena is lor erer in extremes. 135 ' 

■ And njintb dtMmgiom^ ihc commends, or blamn, 
, Confciou^ of hior dilccnimeiity which is goody 
' She fbAini too much to nuke it ondeiiflbood. * 
- HtrJMdgMfia juft, httftitiiiKg i» too ftnogi 
\ Becaufe ihe 's right, (he 'b ^ver in the wrong. foa 
Brunetta 's wife in aAiont, great, mid nvcf 
But fcbms on trifles to beflow her care. 
Thus twfry hour Bninetfa is to blaixit, 
Becaufe th' occasion is beneath her ^iiIl 
Think nought a trf/ht though it finaU apfiear i 105 
Small fands the mountain, moments make (he year, 
And trifles life. Your care to trifles- gh«. 
Or you may die, before you tilily liVe. 

Go break^ widi Alicia, there you *11 ikt. 
Simplex muftditiis, to i}ielzSt degree I . no 

Unlac'd her ftays, her night-gown is unty'd. 
And what flie has of head-drefs, is afide. 
She draws her words, and waddles in her pace ; 
Unwaih'd her hands, and much befhufTd her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd, ihe loves; 115 
And would draw on jack- boots, as foon as gloves. 
Gloves by Queen Befs's maidens might be mift ; 
Her blefled eyes ne'er faw a female^. 
Lovers, beware ! to nuound how can ihe fail 
With fcarlet finger, and long jetty nail ? a: a 

For Harvey, the firft oy/V ftie cannot be. 
Nor, cruel Richmond, the firft toafl^ for thee. 
Since full each other ftation of reno'wnf 
Who would not be the greateft trapes in town? 

Wcmea 
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Women were made to give our eyes dellglit ; zi 5 

' A female /loife/t is an odious fight. 

Fair Ilabella is fo fond of fame. 
That her dear f elf is her eternal .theme; 
Through hopes of contradiction, oft (he '11 fay, 
" Mcthinks 1 look fo wretchedly to-day!" 230 

When mofi the world applauds you, moft beware^ 
'Tis often lefs a hleffmg than 2.fnare, 
Diftruit maukmd'j with your own heart confer j 
And dread even. there to find a flatterer. 
The breath of others raifes our renown ; 23 <j 

Our oow? as furely blows the pageant down. 
Take up no more than you by worth can claim. 
Left foon you jprove a bankrupt in your fame. 

But own I muft, in this pci-vei ted age, 
Who moft defernje^ can't always moft engage. 24.© 

So far is worth from making glory fui*e, 
It often hinders what itjhould procure. 
Whom praife we moft? The virtuous, brave, and wife? 
No} wretches, whom, in fecrct, we defpife. 
And who £0 blind, as not lo fee tbe caufe ? 245 

No rivals rais'd by fuch difcreet applaufe j 
And yet, of credit it lays in a ftore. 
By which our ipleen may wound true worth the more. 

Ladies there are who think one crime is all: 
Can women, then, no way but hack^ward fall? 250 
So (wcet is that one crime they don't purfue. 
To pay its lofs, they think all others y>ai;. 
Who hold that crime fo dear, rauft never claim 
Of if^ur*d modefly the facr^d name. 

Vol. I. L But 
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But Clio thust «< Whatt railing without end? t^ 
« Mean tafk! how much more ge n crgot tocommcnd I" 
Yes, to commend at jwx af« wmit to do»' 
My kind inftru^oTf and exmnpli too. 
"' << Daphnis/' fays Clio> " hat > charming qrei 
<< What pity ^tit her ihoulder it awry 1 *afo 

<^ Afpafia^t ihape indeed^—Bnt then her-UM* 
<< The man has parts who finds ddboftioil there* 
<< Almeria*s wit has fomething that *t dmoe} 
<< And wit *s enough— how few in all things lluael 
<< Selina ferves her ^ends, relieves die poop^— t^S 
<< Who was it faid Selina ^« near threefcoieF 
'< At Lucia's match I from my foul rejoice; 
*< The world congratulates (b wife a choice; 
<< His lordfhip's rent-roll is exceeding great—- 
*' But mortgages will fap the beft eftate. 270 

** In Shirley's form might cherubims appear ; 
** But then— fhe has Ti freckle on her ^^r.** 
Without a hut^ Hortenfia ihe commends. 
The firft of women, and the beft of friends^ 
Owns her in perfon, wit, fame, virtue, bright: 175 
But how comes this to pafs?— She dy'd laft night. 

Thus nymphs commend, who yet at fatire rail : 
Indeed that 's needlefs, \i fuch praife piTvail. 
And whence fuch praife? Our virulence is thrown 
On ethers' fame, through fondnefs for our oovji. %%^ 

Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns ; 
For are not coronets a -kin to crotuns ? 
Her greedy eye, and her fublime addrefs. 

The height of avarice and pride confefs. 

Ys* 



na quiu; va wum m-uawii um *» 'u^wt ■_ — — 

Can gold cslni paj^drtf or make reafm Jhine f 
m we digp^^cif or ivt/dsmt from tlic miflc ? 
'"ifdorn to gold prefer i for Hi$ raudi lefs 

make our^br/f/J/^, thaji our happimp. 
hat happi fiefs whidh great-ernes often ftt, 
''Hh rage and WOTidcr, in a low degree j 
hemfelves unbkft . The poor aitr mfy poor f^ 
ut what :ire they who drmp amid their ftore? 
othing h meaner than a wretch of fais % 
'he happy only aie the tj'uly ^r^^l* 
eaf^nis enjoy like appetites with kings ; 
..nd ihofe belt fatisfied with cheapefl: things* 
ouid both our Indies buy but cs*^ ncw/fffj/<*#'^ 
Kir envy would be diit XA large cstpenctf. 
ince not, thofe pompa v\ hich to tJic great belong 
Lie but poor arts tu mirk them from the throng, 
ee how they beg an alms of flattery I 
"hey bnguiili ! oh fuppojt them with a Ijf t \ 

1 decent a^mpeUna we fully taftei ; 



I 
I 
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; 'Xf^fi^ their trea.fures| kmr their glory told, 

f And aid the wretched impotcucc of gold, 

But foftie, great foiila ! and touch d with waxit 
divine, 
Give ,^oA'/ 3 ;&rir^, a>id tcachirt* hgams tajhim. 
AVihamded Ireaiuies thfy repute a load; 
Nor think their wealth M(?/roTiV/, tjllw^U bcllovv'd.. 5 
Grdnd r£psr%foh's of uublJc happincfs. 
Through ficret ftrtii ively they bkfs 5 

And, whiJe dieir 1 , ide, conceaFd from vje 

/ §igiie'ue our avs;f/j, ^„^jpii e our hlajhei too. 
But Satire is mv and leA: deftroy 5 

Her gloomy p - am lalignant joy. 

Help mcj ye miicis 1 t to complain, m 

And bUd our commuu l y, Germain : 4 

But our Iti'^cSl'vcs muH ttetpuir fuc^els ; 
For, next to praifey fhe values nothing^iefs. 3 

What piQ:ure 's yonder, loofen'd from it$ frame? 
Or is 't Afturia, that affeded dame ? 
The brighteft fonns, thiough affeBatioHj fade 
To ftrange ne<vo things, which nature never made. 
Frown not, ye fair! fo much your fex we prize, . 3 
We hate thofe arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Albucinda's jiative grace is feen 
What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eafe, 

• Retain your gentle felves, and you muft pleafe. ,4 
Here might I iing of Memmia's mincing mien. 
And all the movements of the foft machine: 

Ho 



Be, ilreaaful to the £(,^^ ^y^ /'^^^ 
Jev^ftations 011.% banits are fet„i 
io^tkrof rulgluymiiic. which syx.h^v, be«) IS 
mmhMi chm-aaers fyppii^i 
inted alL^s tbHy iaciiJice. , 

ns of find! iygars mdt away, ^ ^ 

ommend the more to mortal taile j 
^s the fwcetiier of a/^y^^^/^ f^ai^ ' ^ 
us uihuman idumpii /iul] tJcdiuc, H 
revolting Naiads cali for ivki- H 

loijger iliall fcrre j/^Ji^r diet ; ' ^^ 

n in thy own cup, ^;r^/^^^,^ ^^j , 
s mk decJai-c5 thy rum nigh, 
> dares givi: Citronia^a nofe the ive ? 
idie^ Jong: at m,n of drmk cxdaimVl, i 
^t impa.r'd hotli health and virtue, blam'di 
i, t0 mfcue man, the geucmiifl hh A 
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V Are there, among the femaleir of .our idcp 
)Such&ultt, It whidi it it a £nlt to>imfr / 
There are* . Vioe^ once by wrndt/^ntUmr^ chniaM 
And ligal ties, expuiatet iinreirain*d j - 
Without thin dteauj held «q> to ^view^ 
NalLed flie ftalkt o*er Law and Goipol tool 
Our matrons lead inch exemplary livcai» 
Men &^ in icam lor muu but for their nmfV€t% 
Who many to htfine, to rangt the more. 
And wed one num, to wanton with a icoircu 
Abroad too kind, at home 'tis AedMt hafa. 
And one eternal tempeft of debate*. 
What foul eruptions, from a look moft: meek I 
What thunders burfting, fiom adimplad dieekt 
Their paffims bear it witk a lofty hand ^ 
But then^ their reafon is at due commands 
Is there whom you deleft, and ieek his life ? 
Truft no foul with the fccret— but his wife. 
Wi'ves wonder that their condudb I condemn. 
And afk, what kindred is zjfoufe to them ? 

What fwarms of amorous graudsnotbers I fee I 
And mifles, antient in iniquity ! 
What blaftingwhifpers, and what loud declaiming! 
What lying, drinking, bawding, fwearing, gamin 
Friendfhip fo cold, fuch warm incontinence j 
Such griping avarice, fuch profufe expence j 
Such dead devotion, fuch a zeal for crimes; 
Such licensed ill, fuch mafquerading times i 
Such venal faith, fuch mifapply'd applaufe j 
Such flatterM guilt, and fuch inverted laws j 



LOVE OF FAME, Sat. VL 151 

Such difToludon through the whole I find, 
'Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind. 

Since Sundays have no balls, thewell-drefs'd^^//^ 405 
Shines in the pew, but fmiles to hear of bell^ 
And cafls an eye of fwect dtfdain on. all. 
Who liften lefs to Collins than St. Paul. 
Atheifts hjave been but rare ; fmce nature's birth. 
Till now, She-atheifts ne'er appeared on earth. 41© 

I Ye men of deep refearches, fay, whence fprings 

tThis daring charafter, in timorous things ? 

^MTio ftart 2X feathers y from an infeS fly^ , 
A match for nothing— but the I>efiy* 
But, not to wrong the fair, the Mufe muft own 41 s 
In this purfuit they court not fame alone ; 
But join to that a more fubdantial view, . 
** J^rom thinking free^ t§ be fiw agents too/* 

» They ftrive with their own hearts, and keep them down, 
JLii complaifance to all the fools in town. 420 

O how they tremble at the name of prude ! 
And die with (hame at thought of being good ! 
For what will Artimis, the rich and gay, 

• What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, fay ? 
They heaven defy, to earth's vile dregs a (lavej 425 
Through cowardice, moft execrably brave. 

With our own judgments durft we to comply, 
' In virtue (hould we live, in glory die. 

• Rife then, my Mufe, in honeft fury rife ; 

I They dread a Satire, who defy the Skies. 430 

Atheifts are few : moft nymphs a Godhead own j 
And nothing but his attributes dethrone* 

L 4., Froiu 
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From athelfts far, they ftedfaftly believe 

(jod isy and is Almi^ty-^-to yo;^fr«r. 

His odier excelleiice they Ul not difpote | 43} 

But merely fure> is his chief attribute. 

Shall pleafures of a ihort duration chain 

A Uufy^s foul in everhdUng pain? 

Will the great Author ue poor wormi ddbxyy. 

For now and then zjip of trxnfient joy ? 440 

No, he 's for ever in a finiling mood ^ 

He 's like diemfelves | or how could he be good? 

And they blafpheme, who blacker ichemet fiippoft^ 

Devoutly y thus> Jehovah they depofe. 

The pure f ihejuff and fet up^ in his field, 44s 

A deity, Aat 's pcrfe£Uy toM-^td. 

«< Dear Tillotfon ! befure the beft of men; 
« Nor thought he more, thafl thought great Origen. 
" Though once upon a time he mi(behav'd} 
<« Poor Satan ! doubtlefs, he'll at length be fav'd. 450 
** Let priefts do fomething for their One in Ten j 
" It is their trade 5 fo far they 're honeft men. 
« Let theM cant on, fmce they have got the knack, 
** And drefs their notions, like themfelves, in black\ 
<* Fright u« with terrors of a world unknotvn, 45S 
•« From joys of this, to keep them all their own, 
*« Of earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee ; 
" But then they leave our untitb^d 'virtue free. 
** Firtue V a pretty thing to make a flnnu : 
** Did ever mortal write like Rochefoucault ?" 460 
Thus pleads the devil's fair apologift, 
AnH. pleading, fafely enters on his lift. 
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Let .angel-forms angelic truths maintain-; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and prophane* 
For what 'atrue beauty, but fair virtue's yif^/* \^^S- 
Viitue made 'vi/ible in outward grace? ^ 

She, theoy that *s haunted wiih an impious mind, \ 
The more ihc charms^ the more fhe^or/^r mankind./ 

But charms decline : the Fair long vigil s*^ keep : 
They fleep no more ! Quadrille has * murdcrM flecp. 47 or 
«• Poor Kp— p ! cries Li via; I have not been there 
•* Thefe two nights 5 the poor creature will defpair. 
** I hate a croud— but to do good, yoo know— — 
** And people of condition (hould beftow." 
Convinced, overcome, to K — ^p's grave matrons run ; 475 
Nowy?/. a daughter, and novrftake a fon 5 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, fly j 
And beggar half their race — through charity. 

Immortal were we, or elfc mortal quitey 
I lefs ihould,blame this criminal delight 1 48^ 

But ilnce the gay. a/lembly's gayeft room 
Is but an upper ftory to fome tomb, 
Methinks, we need not ouvjbort being ftiun, - 
And, thought to fiy^ contend to ht Mndont, 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime^ 48^ 

And give eternity to murder time. 

The love of gaming is the worft of ills; 
' With ccafelefe ftorms the blackened foul it fills; 
' Inveighs at heaven, negle6ls the ties of blood; 
' Deftroys the power and will of doing good 'j 49^* 

Kilh 
f Shakefpeair* 



• Kills health, pawns honoufj plunges in difgrace^ 
» And J what h ftill mor^r drtadful — ^fpoila your fact, 
See yonder iet of thieves that lire oti ipoil, 
Thtfiandal and the Kiriff of our lAel 
And fee, (llrange liglvt I) amid that rulEan band, 491 
A form divmc high wave her Inowy hand | 
' That i-altles loud a fmail enchanted box. 

Which, loud a^ thunder, on the hoard fhe knocks* 

And as fierce Koiins, which earth' !i foundation fhook^ 

From bolus's cave impetuous broke, 500 

Fronii this final I cavern a mix'd tempcil flie^, 

Pear, rage, convuUioUj tears, oiths, blaiphemies I 

For men, I mean^the fair difcharges none j 

She (guiltlefs creature!) I'wcara to heaven alone, 

See her eyesi ftarl I cheeks glow \ and mufcle^ fwell \ 505 
Likfi the mad maid In the Cmne<m cell. 
Thus that divine one her/o/f nights employs X 
Thus tunes her foul to tendtr nuptial joyjt I 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed^ 
And on her pillow lays her aking head^ 51a 

"With the dear images her dreams are crown'*d. 
The die fpins lovely, or the cards go round j 
Imaginary ruin charms her ftill ; 
Her happy lord is cuckord by Jpadille it 
And if flie 's brought to bed, 'tis ten to one, 515 

He marks the forehead of her darling fon. 
O fcene of horror, and of wild defpair. 
Why is the rich Atrides' fplendid heir 
ConftrainM to quit his antient lordly feat, 
And hide his glories in a mean ^ebxat^ 520 

Why 
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Wliy that' drawn fword? and whence that difmal cry? 
Why pale diftra6tion through the family ? 
See my lord threaten, . and my lady weep. 
And trembling fervants from the tempeft creep* 
Why that gay y&« to diftant regions fent ? 525 

What fiends that daughter's deftinM match prevent ? 
Why the whole houfe in fudden ruin laid ? 
O nothing, but laft night — my lady flafd. 

But wanders not my Satire from her theme ? 
Is this too owing ta the love of fame ? 530 

Though now your hearts on lucre are beftow'd, 
/ ""Twas firft a 'vain-de^qtion to the mode\ 
Nor ceafe we bere^ fince 'tis a vice fo ftrong; 
The torrent fweeps all womankind along. 
This may be faid, in honour of our times, 535 

That none now ftand difiinguijh*d by their crimes. 

If fin you muft, take nature for yoifr guide : 
Lo^e has fome foft excufe to footh your pride : 
Ye fair apoftates from love's antient power ! 
Can nothing ra'vijby but a golden Jbo^wer ? 540 

Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize ; 
Muft Cupid learn to punty ere he can pleafe ? 
When you 're enamour'd oi 2.ltft oi cafty 
What can ^t preacher more, to make us cbafte? 
Why muft ftrong youths unmarrfd pine away ? 545 
They find no woman difengag'd — from play. 
Why pine the marrfd? — O feverer fate ! 
They find from play no difengag'd— ^^7/^. 
Flavia, at lovers falfe, untouch" dy and hard^ 
Turns pale, and. trembles at. a cruel caid. 550 

Nor 
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Nor Arria's Bible can frcure her age ;. 

Her threefcore yeais are iliu filing with her p^ige. 

While iimth ftands by, but till the ^amc is done. 

To fwtep thai J}aket in juAicCj ioQjj his d^^zv/j j 

Like old cajds ting'd with lulphiir, (he tiike^Jire^ 55* 

Or, like fnufts fonk in focket^, biases higher. 

Ye g&ds 1 with jfi^iu delights inf^iiteibe Fair^ 

Or ifive UBy&SLTf and Jave us from defpa^ir. 

Sons, brother a J iathers, hiiibant[s, trndejiii^it^ clofr 
'In my complaint, and brand your liu?i in prtyls ^ ^^ 
Yet I belkvej as hrmly as my Creed, 
In fpite of all o\ir wifdonr, you '11 procectl ; 
> Our prideifo great, our paJlton is fo ilrcmg, 
* Advice to right coniinus us in tl;s ^wrc^g. 
I heai' you cry, " This fellow ^s very odiL"* 5^5 

When joi* chafliJc:, ^vjio would not kJfs tlie roj ? 
Jitit I 've a chaffn your iiPger ftvall contioul. 
And turn your .eyes with coldnefs on the ^voie. 

The charm begins ! To yonder flood of light, , 
*That burfts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your fight. . 573 
What guardian power o'erwhelms your fouls with awe ? 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law j 
'Midft empire's charms, how Carolina's heart- 
Glows with the love o£ 'virtue, and of a^tl 
Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, ^7^ 

Excefs of. goodnefs ! it has dawn'd on roe : 
When in my page, to balance niunerous faults. 
Or godlike deeds were (hown, or generous thoughts. 
She fmil'd, induflrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borro^^d luftre di*ew. 580 

Thut 



itgcr in the patntfti waire, 5 

igj [JiTtis'd the bcauitcs which ftic gave. 

Alii ton* 
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*< Carmina turn meUusj c imt Ip^j canemu^*^* 

^^/^N this I aft labour, this my doting ftraiui 
^^ Smikj Walpqle, or the Nine infpirie in vain i 
To thffep 'tis due; that verfe how jtiftly thine, 

"Where Brunfwick's glory crowns the whob dcfign f 
That glory, Avhich thy counfds mikt fo bright ^ j 
That glory, which on thee refle^l'ij a light* 
Illuftrious commerce, and but rarely known! 
To gi'uej and take, a luftre from the throne. 

Nor think, that thou art foreign to my theme ^ 
l^\\t fountain is not foreign to xhtflream. jO 

How all mankind will be furprizM, to fee 
This flood of Britifh folly charged on thee ! 
Say, Britain ! whence this caprice of thy fons, 
Which through their various ranks with fury runs ? 
The caufe is plain, a caufe which we muft blcfs j 15 
For caprice is the daughter of fuccefsy 
(A bad effeft, but from a pleafing caufe!) 
And gives our rulers undefign'd applaufe ; 
Tells how their conduct bids our ivealtb incrcdSe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace* 10 

4. Wlulc 
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"While I furvey the blefHngs of our ifle. 
Her arts triumphant in the royal fmile, 
Her public nxfounds bound up, her credit high. 
Her commerce fpreading fails in every iky. 
The pleajQng fcene recalls my theme again^ '25 

And fliews the madnefs of ambitious men. 
Who, fond of bloodihed, draw the murdering fword. 
And burn -to give mankind a fingle lord. 

The follies paft are of a private kind j 
Their fphcre is fmall 5 their mifchief is confin'd : ^9 
But daring men there are (Awake, my Mufe, 
And raifc thy vcrfe !) who bolder phrenzy chufe; 
Who, ftung by glory, rave, and bound away; 
The 'world their field, and humankind their prey. 

The Grecian chief, th' enthufiaft of his pride^ 3:5 
With rage and terror ftalking by his fide, 
Raves round the globe j he foars into a God ! 
Stand faft, Olympus ! and fuftain his nod. 
The peft divine in horrid grandeur reigns. 
And thrives on mankind's miferies and pains. 4^ 

What flaughter'd bofts ! what cities in a blaze ! 
What wafted countries ! and what crimfony^^j / 
With orphans tears his impious bowl o'erflows. 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repofe. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraife 4.5 
The boifterous boy, and blaft his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on t\itJformy 
Or famine J or ^volcano ? They perform 
Their migHty deeds 5 they, hero-like, can flay. 
And fpread their ample defarts in a day. 50 

O great 
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O great alliance ! O divine renown ! 
With dearth f and ptfiilence^ to fhare the crown. 
When men extol a*wild deftroyer's name. 
Earth's Builder and Preferver they blalpheme. 

One to deftroy, i* murder-by the law ^ < : 

And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 
To murder tboufands^ takes a rpecious name. 
War's glorious arty and gives inmioitaiy^zm^. 

When, after battle, I the iield have feen 
Spread o'er with ghaftlyfliapcs, which once were men \ 6c 
A nation crufli'd, -a nation of the brafve i 
A realm of death ! and on this fide the grave ! 
Are there, faid I, who from this lad (Vii-vey, 
This hmnan cbaos^ carry fmiles away > 
How did my heart with indignation ri[e ! iy^ 

How honelt nature fwell'd into my eyes ! 
How was I iliock'd to think the hero's tracJr 
Of fuch materials, fame and triumpby made \ 

How guilty thefe ! Yet not lefs guilty they, 
^ho reach falfe glory by a fmoothcr way ; -o 

Who wrap deftruftion up in gentle words. 
And bows, and fmiles, more fatal than their fwords \ 
Who ftifle natio'£, and fubfift on art-^ 
Who coin tXi^face, and petrify the keart ^ 
All real kindnefs for the fhew diicai-J, - . 

As marble polifli'd, and as marble hardj 
Who do for gold what Chriftians do through grace, 
** With open arms their enemies embrace j" 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 
*' The thinneft food on which a wi'etch can dine ;'* Sj 

Or, 



fte more caadidate for :/Sr;wif admit, 

^li difappointed thouimds juftiy biam^^ 

anial pen, and boaft an equal claim j 

£ their comfort, fooh, omitted here, 

tirniih laugh^ir for another year. 

let Cnfpuio, who wis oe'er refused 

y?/r^f yet of being well abused, 

jatience wait | and be content to reigm 

nk of puppies in Tome future ftraiiu 

c future ftrain, in which the Mule fliall teU 

ir^ff dwindles, and how 'VQftfmes fwell* 

commentators each dark padage Ibun, 
aid ih^r faithing candk to theya/r. 

tortur'd texts to fpeak our fenfe are msid^ J 
ery vice is to the Scripture laid. 

mifers fquceie a young voluptucms peer; 
s to Lucifer not half fo dean 

Vcrfus is lefs qualifyM to fteal 
Ford and pifbl, tkm with wax an 
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No maikin bafiji minds ambition wears. 
But in full light pricks up her afs's ears ; 
All I bive lung are itiitaiice§ of this^ 
And prove my theme unfolded not ami0. 

4'"e "vuiftt defift from your trroncous ftrife ; 
Be Wife, and quit i^^faife fubHme of life* 
The irM ambition tluerc alone reJld^s, 
Where JM/i« vindicates, and fuiifdam gxiides ; 
Whert; i/i'ward dignity joins Buffward Itate i 
Oar purpofi good, as our at€hie%*£nteni great ^ 
Where public bUJiHgs piiblic praifi attend j 
Where glory is our mottle ^ not our end, 
Would'it thou h^fmrTd? Have thole high deeds in 
Brave men would aft, thfje\i^ fiand^ 0iould enfn 

Bc;hoId a Piincel vhom no fwoln thoughts infl 
No pride of thrones, no fever 2iSttT"Fame : 
But when the welfare, of , mankind inrpires. 
And death in view to dear-bought glory. fires. 
Proud conquefts then, then regal pomps delight ; 
Then crowns, then triumphs, fparkle in his fight 
Tumult and «(?(/^ are dear, which with them bring 
His people's blefllngs to their ardent king : 
But, when thofe great heroic motives ceaie. 
His fwelling foul fybfides to native peace j 
From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 
Kfudden foe. to fplendor and applaufe 5 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 
Till men and angels joindy (hout his name. 
O pride celeftial ! which can pride difdainj 
O bleft ambition ! which can ne'er be <ueun» 

1 



LOVT: of fame, Sat. VII. i«5 

From'one fam'd . Alpine hill;^ which props the (ky. 
In whofe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, aoo 

Here burft the Rhone and founding Po j there (hine. 
In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine ; 
From the rich ilore one fruitful urn fupplies, 
Whole kingdoms fmile, a thoufand harvefts rife. 

In Brunfwick fuch a fource the Mufe adores, 105 
Which public bleflings through half Europe pours; 
When his heart burns with fuch a godlike aim. 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame j 
George, who in foes can foft affections raife, 
And charm envenom'd Satire into praife. 210 

- Nor human rage alone his power perceives, 
But the mad fwrnds, and the tumultuous ^wa^ves *. 
Ev'n ftorms (death's fierceft minifteis!) forbear. 
And, in their own v^rild empire, learn to fpare. 
Xhas, nature's felfy fupporting »r^;?V decree, 215 

Stiles Britain's fovereign, fovereign of t\itfea% 

Whiley^^j! and air, great Brunfwick ! /hook our ftate. 
And fported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd of what flie lov'd, and prefs'd by fear 
Of ever lofing what fhe held moft dear, 220 

How did Britannia, like Achilles, weep, 
And tell her forrows to the kindred deep ! 
Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm. 
Strive, for Thee, with the furge* and fight the ftorm ! 

WTiat felt thy Walpole, pilot of . the realm ! 225 
Our Palinurus flept not. at the helm ; 

M 3 His 

• The king in danger by fea. 
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His eje ne'er closed ; long fmce enur'd to wake^ 
And out'Wg^tch every ftar for BrunlwickL^s fake ; 
By iKwarting paflioius tofs^d, by cares oppnellj 
He foTsnd the tempeft piiEtur'd in hi& breatl: 
But, fto^Vf what joys that glooTH of heart difpel, 
No powers of lanj^ag* — but his ovvn^ can tell i 
Hi a own, which nature and the gra^^s form. 
At wiHi to raife, or Kufla, the ci'usi ilorm. 
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O C E A N; 
AN ODE. 

OCCASIONED BY 

ms MAJESTY'S ROYAL ENCOURAGEMENT 

OF 

THE SEA SERVICE. 

TO WHICH IS PREFIXED 

AN ODE TO THE KING; 

AND 

A DISCOURSE ON ODE. 
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r THIN It Myfelf obliged to recommend to ytM* 
A €oiiild€ra.tjoii of the greateft importance 5 and I 
(hould look upon it as a grtat happincrs, if, at the bc» 



ginning of my rtign, T 

of fo great and iircefla 

encQtirag 

may be _. 

viokncej to enicr into txii. _ 

oft as occafion (hall requ: 

thy the reprefcntatjvc* of . 

ing in tr^de and navigation. 

tion to you tlie cafe of Greenwich Hofpical, that care 

may be taken, by feme addition to thc.t fund, to ren- 

dm comfortable and effeftual that charitable provii^ott 

for tht ixipport and maintenar.ee of our fcamcn, wcm 

cut, and become decrepit by age and infiTmities, in 

the fervi^e of their country , [Speech, Jan* i/ji?!/*!-! 



'^e the foundation 1^ 
t, as the incrcafe and 
in general; that.they 
mpelled by force ani 
t of their country, ai 
A con fidera tion ivci^< 
lie great and. flouiiih^ 

1 his leads Me to men- 



^^^f 


^ 


1^ L D Ocean's praij^ 
^^ Demands my laysj 


J 


^M 


A tiuly-Britifii theme I fingj 


H 


A theme fo great, 


■ 


1 dare tompkatj 


^ 


I And join With Ocean^ Otean^s 


King. ■ 


11- 


1 


To Gods and KJngSj 




The poet fings ; 


■ 


r© Kingis and Gods the Mufe 


is dear | 


The Muie infpirca 




With all her fires i 




Je^ini my foui ! ihy hold carAr* J 


iir. 


1 


From awf\il rtatc^ 


1 


From high debate, 


^J 
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IV. 

Gi-eat Monarch 1 bow 

Thy beaming browi 
To Thee I ftrtke the founding- lyrt,^ 

With pmud tiefign 

In vsrie to fliine ; 
To riva] Greek and Roman fine- 

V. 

The Ronian Ode 

Majellic flowed ; 
Its ftrcam divinely clear and ftrong j . 

In fbnfe, and found, 

Thebes roll'd profound ^ 
The torrent roar'd, and foajn"'d along** 
VI. 
Ci Let Thebes, nor Rotne, 

So famM, prefume 
To triumph o'er a Northern Ifle j 

Late Time fhall know 

The North can glow. 
If dread Auguftus deign to fmile. 

VII. 

The work is done ! 

The diftant fun 
His fmile fupplies ! exalts my voice ! 

Thi-oiigh Earth's wide bound 

Shall George refound. 
My theme, by duty, and by choice. 

5 VIII 



Lnd rides in trmmph round tlit: ball, - 
IX, 
Since then the mnln 
Sublimes my itrain^ 
o whom ihouid I addjTfs my fongr 
To whom but Thee ? 
The btjundlds Sfay 
id giatefUl Muiej ti> George belong. 

HaiJ, mighty theme J 
Rich mine of fame t 
Gods invoked extend their aid 5 
Hall fubjca new 1 
As Britaiif s due 
efcrv'd by the Pierian maid. 

XI. 

Durft Homer's Mufe, 
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xir. 

No former race. 

With ftro«g eiflbrEice, 
This theme to mvi/h dai-ft afpire ; 

Witli virgin charms 

My foul it warms. 
And melts meiodioua on my lyre* 

X1II< 

Noiv low, now highj 

My fingers fiy» 
Kow paufc, and now frefh mufick fpningj 

Npw diirice, now creep. 

Now dive^ now fweep. 
And fttcii the fouad from eveiy (bing, 
XIV. 

Now numbers rife. 

Like virgin's fighs ; 
The {bft Favonians melt away j^ 

As from the; North 

Now rufhes forth 
A blaft, that thunders in my lay.. 

XV. 

My lays Lfile 

With curious toil;. 
Ye Graces ! turn the glowing lines j. 

On anvils neat 

Your ftrokes repeat j 
At every ftroke the. work refines i 

XVr. H( 




And wAi'th icflji 

.faoki$ proud empiK" d*er the gravel 

XVIL 
Jove markM for man 
A fcanty fpan, 

leat him wings to f!y his doonif 
Wit fcomb the grave j 
To wit he gave 
jilb of Gods! Immort^ bloom! 

XVIIL 

Since years wili fiy. 

And pkafures die, 
Dzy ;^ter day, as years advance; 

Since, while life lalb, 

Joy fuffers bl^ils 
From frowning fate, and fickle chance j 

XIX- 



xxvm. 

OurMonaixhy tfaeve, 
RearMhi|^iliair, 
Should^tempefts riie» dtfilatiit to faend^ 
Like Bridih oak. 
Derides the flrokei 
. Hts blooning-honoun far extend I 

xxa. 

tiekieath them lies. 

With lifted eyqs. 
Fair Albion, like an amoixms maidj 

While intereft wings 

Bold foreign Kings 
n^-Ayi like eagles, to his. fliadb, 

XXX. 

At his proud foot 

The Sea pour'd out, ^ 

Immortal nourifhment fupplies ; 

Thence wealth, and ftate. 

And power, and— Fate, 
Which Europe reads in George^a. ejces« 
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ON LYRIC POETRY. 

HOW imperfeft foever my own compofition may 
be, yet am I willing to fpeak a word or two, of 
thj nature of Lyric Poetry j to fliew that I have, at 
leaft, fome idea of perfeftion in that kind of poem in 
which I am engaged ; and that I do not think myfelf 
poet enough entirely to rely on infpiration for my fuc- 
cefs in it. 

To our having, or not having this idea of perfec- 
tion in the poem we undertake, is chiefly owing the 
merit or demerit of our performances, as alfo the 
modefty or vanity of our opinions concerning them. 
And in^fpeaking of it I fliali Ihew how it unavoidably 
comes to pafs, that bad Poets, that is. Poets in general, 
are efteemed, and really are, tl>e moil vain, the moll 
iiritable, and moft ridiculous fet of men upon earth. 
But Poetry in its own nature is certainly 

** -^ Non hos quaefitum munus in ullis." Virg. 
. He that has an idea of perfeftion in the work he 
undertakes fnay fail in it; he that has not, muft: and 
yet he will be 'vain. For every little degree of beauty, 
how ihort or improper foever, will be looked on 
fondly by him ; becaufe it is all pure gains, and more 
than he promifed to himfelf ; and becaufe he has no 
tcft, or ftandard in his judgement, with which to 
chaftife his opinion of it. 

Vol. I, N Now 
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Now tliia idea of perfection is, in PoetnT^ inoit 
refined than in other kinds of writing ; and brcaaJ? 
more refilled, therefore more diificult | and be<auf; 
more difficiilt^ therefore more rarely attained^ and ih 
n on -attainment of it is, as I have fkid, the /biirce of 
our vanity. Hence the poetic clan are more obnoiioia 
to vanity than others. And from vnnity conleqiieati* 
ally flows that great fco^^^ilii^ nf difiTipeif't, that qtiitfc 
refentment, diat tinder nlnd that kmdJe* si 

every fparkj ^nd juftly t n out for the **gtniis 

irritabile"'* among manKiu ,nd from this conh 

builibie temper^ this fedous r for jio very foiosii 

things J things looked on z^ foreign to the im- 

portant points of Ji qpentiaily fiows tha 

inheritance of ridicui* FoIvcb on them, froni 

generation to gcnentfon. j-k» loon as they become iTi- 
thorsj they become like Ben Jonlbn'a ang^' boy, -sd 
bam the art of quarrtK 

** —Concordes animal— dum no£ie prementuri 
" Hen i quantum inter fe helium^ fi lunaina vitse 
" Atttgerintj quanta s acies, ilragemque cicbunt t 
" Qui Juvenes 1 qiiaotas oftentantj aipice, vires* 
'* Nc, Pueri I ne tan^a animis afluefcite bella- 
" Tuque prior, tu parce, genus qui ducis Olympo> 
*' Syderio fiagrans clypeoj & coileilibus -armis, 
*^ Projice tela manuj fanguis meus! 
** Nee te ullse facies, non teiTutt ipfe Typhccits 
•f Arduus, arma tenens] nou teMEfrapius& Ufei^&, 
*' Contcipptorque Deim M^zentius,'* Yieg. 

B«t 
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But to return. He that bos this idea of perfeftioa 
in the work he undertakes, however fuccefsful he isj^ 
will yet be modefi \ becaufe to rife up to that idea, 
which he propofed for his model> is alxnoift^ if not ab- 
folutely, impoflible. 

Thefe two obfervations account for what may feem 
as ftrange, as it is infallibly true ; I mean, they fhew 
us why good writers have the lowefi:, and bad writer? 
the higheft, opinion of their own performances. They 
who have only a partial idea of this perfe6lion, as 
their portion of ignorance or kno'wrjedge of it is 
greater or lefs, have proportionable degrees of modeAy 
or conceit. 

Nor, though natural good underftanding makes a 
tolerably juft judgment in things of this nature, will 
the reader judge the worle, for forming to himfelf a 
notion of what he ought to expe6l from the piece he 
has in hand, before he begins his perufal of it. 

The Ode, as it is the eldeft kind of Poetry, fo it is 
more fpiritous, and more remote from Profe than any 
other, in fenfe, found, cxprcflion, and conduft. Its 
thoughts fhould be uncommon, fublime, and morals 
its numbers full, eafy, and molt hannonious ; its ex- 
preiEon pyre, ftrong, delicate, yet unaffected j and of 
a curious felicity beyond other Poems j its condu6l 
fhould be rapturous, fomewhat abrupt, and imme- 
thodical to a vulgar eye. That apparent order, and 
connexion, which gives form and life to fome compo- 
fitions, takes away the very foul of this. Fire, eleva- 
tion, and fde^ thought, are indifpenfable } an hum- 
* N z Me, 
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ble, time^ and vulgar Ode is die matt pitiful etnri 

pelican commit. 

' " Mnlk dedit Fidibnt divot, pueralqiie Deomm." 

' And as its (hbjefts are Aiblimey its writer's gemm 
fhould be fo too; otberwife it becbanes the memd 
thing in writings viz. an inyohintary Imrlclqiie* 

It is the genuine character, and true merit of fk 
Ode, a little to ftarde fome apprrhenfions. Men of 
cold complexions are foj apt to yniHay^^ ^ want of 
Vigour in their imaginations, for a delicacy- of tafleii 
their judgment^ and, like perfims of a tender %h» 
they look on bright obje6b,. in their natural loftn^ m 
too glarings ^^^ ^* ^^^ delif^itful to a fttongercf^ 
is painful to them. Thus Pindar^ ^wbo hat as madi 
logic at the bottom as Ariftotle or Euclid, to im 
critics has appeared as mad ; and muft appear fb to all 
who enjoy no portion of his own divine ipirit. Dwarf- 
underftandings, meafuring others' bjrtheir own ftandaid, 
are apt to think -they fee a monfter, when they fee 2 
man. 

And indeed it feems to be tihe amends virEich nature 
makes to thofe whom fhe has not blefTed with an eleva- 
tion of mind, to indulge them in the comfortable 
miftake, that all is wrong, which falls not ^thin the 
narrow limits of their own coniprehenfions and reliih. 

Jiidgement, indeed, that mafculine power of the 
niind, in Ode, as in all compofitions^ fhould bear the 
fupreme fvvay; and a beautiful imagination^ as Its 
niifirefs, ihould be fubdued to its dominion. Hence, 

and 



>n"=-enng; though th^ j«dg,„,e„t, lilceVill 
•n ml.ty carries it, pointj «,d the lef. i, 
'^d of It, .t ftews the more .mifcriy c« 
Jerves the greater comtnendatJon 
jWs true in this province of wriling. as i, 
flore danger, the more honour." It „„ 
"f^rpming, it mull, in Shakefpcare's llyl^ 
■eadtl. -/capen and often tre.d the v.ry Url 

Jons of th* contrary. 

,;; ^^';7'--= fc-^in =.«o„g,he ™„dem., wh. 

«, and happy fir., is .„ honour to thtm. A. 

«. m.ght juftly be nntch admired, if .„„ a.;, 

^ the fw^etncii of hi» „„ml>«,, and t| 
s <i>iUon. xveic his own .- his original, fro, 
.^^kcnnLy motto, through all th^ Ji^„j 
a Aorthem profe favinllatinw ;.ii;ii-»,.. 
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^at It was the hti^axA coriitethOstion %at caM tel 
given an Antient^ that he was not afivid to tdk tf I 
Iicr charms; 

** Pindarici ibntis qui noli a^alluit luniftusj** 
a danger which Horace dechtfts be dtirft not mn. 

Anacreon^s Mufe is like Ankorety moft Iweet^ » I 
tura]> and delicate j all over flowers^ gracesy wd 
charms; infpiring complacency^ not, awe; and ik 
feems to have good-nahire enoogli to admit a riia^ 
which ihe czxmotfaid. 

Sappho^s Mu&, like Lady — — s is palConately tender, 
and glowing; like oil fet on fiie, fhe it /ift, sal I 
nvarm, in extefs, Sapj^o has left ua a few fiig- 
ments only ; Time has fwallowed the reft ; bat dnl 
little which remains^ like the remaining jewel of 
Cleopatra, after the other was diffolved at her ban- 
quet, may be efteerfied (as was tixat jewel) a fufficicnt 
ornament for the godc^efs of beauty herfelf. 

Horace's Mufe (like one I fhall not prefume to 
name) is correft, folid, and moral j fhe joins all Ac 
fweetnefs and majefty, all the fenfe and the fire of the 
former, in the jufteft proportions and degrrees ; fuper- 
adding a felicit)- of drefs entirely her own. She 
moreover is diftinguiftiable by this particularity. That 
ihe abounds in bidden graces, and ferret charms, 
which none but the difcerning can difcover ; nor arc 
any capable of doing full juftice, in their opinion, to 
her excellencies, without giving the world, at the 
fame time, an inconteftable proof of refinement in 
their own underftandings, 

But^ 
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But, after all, to the honour of our own country 
I muit add, that I think Mr. Dryden's Ode on St. 
Cecilia's Day inferior to no compofition of this kind. 
Its chief beauty confifls in adapting the numbers mo(1: 
happily to the variety of the occafion. Thofe by 
which he has chofen to exprefs Majefty, (viz.) 
Aflumes the God, 
AfFefts to nod. 
And feems to (hake the fphercs. 
are chofen in the following Ode, becaufe the rubje6l 
of it is great. 

For the more harmony likcwife, T chofe the fre- 
quent return of rhyme -, which laid me under great 
difficulties. But difficulties overcome give grace and 
pleafure. Nor can I account for the pleafure of rhyme 
in general (of which the modems are too fond) but 
from this truth. 

But then the Writer muft take care that the diffi- 
culty is overcome. That is, he muft make rhyme 
confiftent with as perfect ienfe, and expreffion, as 
could be expelled if he was free from that fliackle. 
Otherwife, it gives neither grace to the work, nor 
pleafure to the reader, nor, confequently, reputation 
to the Poet. 

To fum the whole : Ode fhould be peculiar, but 
not Arained; moral, but not flat; natural, but not 
obvious; delicate, but no: afFeftedj noble, but not 
ambitious ; full, but not oblcure ; fiery, but not mad ; 
thick, but not loaded in its numbers, which fhould 
be moft harmonious, without the ieaft facririce of cx- 
N 4 prefficn. 
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prefHon^ or of fenfe. Above all, in ^it, as in eterr I 
work of genius, fome^R^t of an original Spirit §M I 
be, at leajft, attempted ; otherwiie the Poet, rMt I 
charafter difdahnt mediocritf, makes a fccoMkijI 
praife his ultimate ambition $ which has fomeduagtfl 
a contradii5tion in it. Originals only have true ISk \ 
and differ as much from the beft Imitations, as i 
from die moft animated pi£bires of them. Nor b | 
what I fay at all inconiiftent with a due deference Iv I 
the great ftandards of Antiquity | nay, that very d^ 
ference is an argument for it, for doUbtlefs thdrO' 
ample is on my fide in this matter. And we ftoiU 
rather imitate their example in the general niotife% 
and fundamental methods of dieir working, than n 
their works themfelves. This is a diftin£Hon, I diiilb 
not hitherto made, and a diftin£^ion of confequcnce. 
For the firft may make us their equals ; the fecond 
muft pronounce us their inferiors even in our utmoft 
fuccefs. But the firft of thefe prizes is not fo readily 
taken by the modems j as valuables too mafly for cafy 
carriage are not fo liable to the tliief. 

The Antients had a particular regard to the choice 
of their fubjefts ; which were generally national and 
great. My lubjeft is, in its own nature, noble j moft 
proper for an Englilhman ; never more proper than on 
this occafion ; and (what is ftrange) hitherto unfung. 

If I ftand not abfolutely condemned by my own 
rules J if I have hit the fpirit of Ode in general; if I 
cannot think with Mr, Cowley, that *< Mufic alone, 
" fomctimes, makes an excellent Ode," 

« Verfus 



tni 



SRS^vit^j I hope (mailer faults wtfl 



ce for the fake of the dcfignj whid 
^ of my Country and my King. ' 

indeed, this may be faid, in general, tl 
% are above being nicf j that dignity ai 
ffer from fcnipulous exa£tnefs ; and 1 
r cares eflfemmate a compoGtion. Great 
Poctrj-^j Painting J and Statiiaiyj in their 
ts, have even affected the contrary; and 
itruly-mafculine air partakes more of the 
I than of the neat, both in wn tings, and ii 
Grandis oratio haberet majeflatis fuse pond 

Poem J like a crittiitrali under too ftfven 
may iofe all its (pirit, and expire. 
Fabtr imus, that was fuch an arttft at i 

And we know the caule was 
Quia ponciie totum 
Ncfciua." 
ctofe { If a piece ^f i^hJi nihTiTB 
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giving a gencrai importance to k. 

leai* from the knowledge of human 
jftgryi from which I could eke vtr 
tanccs, did I not fear that, hy cidn^ 
ondcmn myfclfj who am fo little qua] 
ir example in lU full extent. 



O C E 



1 



^ ^ ODE. 
UDING WITH A WISH 



kdf 



PSAL, 



XCVIU. 






I, 



CWEETninilfcener 
^ Of flocks and green ! 

E-Icfseafe my limbs art foread^ 
All nature OiiJ, * 

But yonder riij; 

^telling pine^ nod o^r mj head i 



The bouiwtUr. ♦;. 
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IIL 

Who fings the foiirce 
Of wealth and force ? 
field of cojiimerce and his -war : 
Where woi;idtrs dvvell 1 
Wheie tenors Iwell ! ' 
i.nd Neptune thtindei's from his car ? 



Wl 


are they. 




my 


Hi 


dlyinelj rave ? 


YnmL. 


>ire ? 


IfD 


e* 


And piling,^ 


oaming Twav€^, 



The wave refounds \. 

The rock rebounds ! 
The Nereids to my fong reply ! 

I kad the choir. 

And they confpire 
With voice and fhell to lift it high • 

VI. 

They fpread in air 

Their boforas fair y 
Their verdant trefles pour behind. 

The billows beat 

With nimble {ett, 
With notes triumphant fwell the wind. 



And Orpheus' Ikill ; 
let Arion^fi harp be mtne. 

tVIIL 
Tliemainl the main t 
Is Britain's reign 5 
&rcngth, her glory, is her fleet ; 

fThe main I the main 1 
Be Briton's Jlrain ^ 
rritoa'a itrang, as Synen's fweet, 

IX, 

Th rough nature wiJc, 
Is naught defcryM 
ch in ^4e^rurc» orfnipnzej 
When all-ferenet 
HuA* fweet the fcene 1 
tireajfnl, when the billows rife. 



X. 
. Arul ftnrfns ilef^rc! 
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xr. 

When ti5?inpdls ccaiVj 

And huLh'd in peace 
The flattened Jurgcs Imoothiy fpfc^d 

Deep niencc kticp. 

And fetm to ilcep 
Recutnbent on thdr oozy bed j 

XIL 

With what a trance 

The levtl g;laii!:£| 
Unbroken J {^qqU along the feas 1 

Which tempt from ihore 

The painted oar ; 
And every canvas court* the bi-^€ie 1 

When rulhes forth 

The frowning North 
•On blackening billows, with what dread 

My fhuddfering foul 

Beholds them roll, 
And hears their roarings o'er my head I 

XIV. 

With terror mark 

Yon flying bark I 
Now, center-deep defcend the brave j 

Now, tofs'd on high 

It takes the lky> 
A feather on the towering wave I 

+ XV. 
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VII. 

Who love the fliore. 

Let thofe adore 
The God Apollo, and his Nine, 

ParnafTus' hill. 

And Orpheus* flcill j 
But let Arion's harp be mine. 

VIII. 

The main ! the main! 

Is Britain'^ reign ; 
Her ftrength, her glory, is her fleet 5 

The main ! the main ! 

Be Briton's (bain ; 
As Triton's ftrong, as Syren's fweet. 

IX. 

Through nature wide. 

Is nought defcry'd 
So rich in pleafure, or furprize j 

When all-ferene. 

How fweet the fcene ! 
How dreadful, when the'billows rife. 

X. 

And ftorms deface 

The fluid glafs, 
In which ere- while Britannia fair 

LookM down with pride. 

Like Ocean's bride, 
AdjufUng her majeftic air. 

XI. When 
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The ftars arc bright 

To chtar Lhe night. 
And Ihed, through ihadow^, tcroperM fiit^ 

And Pbotbua flames 

With bumifh'd beams, 
Which fome adone, and all adoiire* 

XX- 

Are then the f<*as 

Outfhane by thcfe f 
Eiiglit Thetys \ thou art not outlhone j 

Witl:i kinder beams. 

And foftcr gleams. 
Thy bofom wt;ars them as thy o^vvti^ 

xxr. 

There, fet in green, 

Gold-ftars are feen, 
A mantle rich I thy charms to wrap j 

And when the fun 

His race has run. 
He falls enamoured in thy lap. 

XXII. 
Thofe cloudsj whole dyes 
Adorn the fkies. 
That fdver fnow, that pearly rain j 
Has Phoebus ftole 
To gi-ace the pole. 
The plunder of th' invaded main I 

XXIII. 
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xxm. 

The gaudy bow, 

Whofe' colours glow, 
Whofe arch with fo much fkill is bent. 

To Phoebus' ray 

Which paints fo gay. 
By thee the watery woof was lent. 

XXIV. 

In chaQibers deep, « 

Where waters ileep. 
What uaknown treafures pave the floor! - ' 

The .pearl in rows 

Pale luftre throws j 
The wealthy immenfe, which ftorms devour. 

XXV. 

From Indian mines. 
With proud defigns, 
•The merchant, fwoln, digs golden ore. 
The tempefts rife, . 
And feize the prize. 
And tofs.^ifn breathlefs on the ihore. 

XXVI. 

His fon complains 

In pious flrains 
** Ah ! cruel thirft of gold P' he cries j 

Then ploughs the main. 

In zeal for gain. 
The tears yet fwelling in his eyes. 
OL. I. • O XXVII. 
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XXVtL 

ThaamtafxAt 
What nPBndram'caA 
. To tap % dmdfiil. iinrittB»K»*cr » 
Tlqr prondcA fiMHK 
Muft know bkhan^^ 

xxvm^ 

Gold PleaterbiqFt:^ 
ButPleafiuctdiei^ 

T«o Iboft^ giofr'frbitHn okiyt. t 

Though lajiiiuci ; ooait^ 

Theienff bibortf. 
Ivt Vktw Undkt Imnff >09s s 

/ Joys felt akme I 

Joys afk'd of acne ! 
"Wliich Timers and Fortune^s aivows mift i 
Joys that fubfift. 
Though Fates refift, 
dfVnduDprecanous endlefs bli/o 1 

XXX. 

The foul refin'd 

Is moil inclinM 
To every moral excellence j 

All Vice 18 dul]» 

A knave ^s a fool $ 
And Virtue is the child of SenC^^ 

XXXI. 



Nor plEinetis fall, 
m its film bafls cm dethroned 

^- XXXIL 

^^P This Britain knows, 

^" And therefore glows 

Vi^lth generous pa/Tions, and expends 
^^L Her wealtli and zeal 
^^r On public weal, 

A^d brightent both by godlike endi 

What end fo great^ 

As that whidi late 
Awoke the Genius of the mai^. 

Which towering roie 
J With George to clofe, 

I And rh'a! great Elixa's reign I 

m^^ TOice Im ^o 
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When nttuiv (phmg, 

Bleft angels fiing^ 
And (houted o^er the rifing ball | 

For Anun» at h^^ 

As man^s canfly'y - 
Thefe feat-devoted honcnirs call, 

XXXVI. 

From bdifieroat leas, 

Theli^ofeaft 
Receives our wounded anid our old ; 

High domes afbehd! 
' Stretched arches bend i ' 
Proud columns fwell I wide gates unlbld ! 
XXXVII. 

So fleeps the grain. 

In foftering rain» 
And vital beams, till Jove defcend j 

Thenburfts the root I 

The verdures flioot I 
And earth enrich, adorn, defend ! 

XXXVIII. 

Here, foft-reclin'd 

From wave, from wind. 
And Fortune's tempeft fafe afhore. 

To cheat their care. 

Of former war 
They talk the pleadng (hadows o'er. 

4 XXXIX. 



A*i4 oVr the bowJ, 
They £re the fpuj 
_ «5^ l^ftcning youth, to inartiaj rag^s 

XL. 

The ftory done. 
Their fming jlm, 

In foft decavi 
They dmp aw^vj 
^iidH^fiouricEdsthmtotheir,,/!^ 

XLJ. 

Onhappy t!iey> 

rhobafkforcveimriii:c€r&; 
A con flan t feai| 

f^la^te pall^ the tifJcj 
And iung enjoyment is diftjtA, 

arm 
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When, t£^4ba,' 

The panting mpiscr ftgainc. 
What fm^oit Uttwt 
Frombaicivpqfel 

We xefp onr ftkafvie finm oar paia«« 
XIJ7* 

Ye warlike AdHt 

Beneadi the swiiy - 
Wrapt ip a wBlerj wnidiiBg Ihaet} 

Who boQ^t^witb blood 

Your Govatiy^a |pbod» 
Your country** futt-Uown gloty grcet. 
XLV. 

What powerful charm 

Can death dlAucm ? 
Ifeur long, your iron flumbo-s break ? 

By Jove, by Fame, 

By George^s name. 
Awake! awake! awake! 

XL VI. 

Our joy To proud. 

Our fhout fo loud. 
Without a charm the dead might hear 3 

•And fee, they rouze! 

Their awful brows, 
Deep-fcar'd, from oozy pillows rear ! 

XLVII. W 



»^^iy f< 
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Should echo tha^r^,^^^^;^,^ 
As long as iiais 

Or funs bvite 
The raviihM fight, 

Peculiar both 1 

r ^^^ Heaven befpokc 

Our heajta, and oak, 
-i Ogive a mailer to mankmci* 



ADS yauwc's pobms. 

In landflcqpt gVQSH. 

Tme BliiSi ii ften, 
VidiXiiiiocRicet inihadfii, Ae^niss 

In ivtiiWqr towns 

Proud X.ia)!(ny ftowQs, 
Aiiid .punled Sorrow finlles ia coiMtk 

IX. 

Tlidle ktMB wKiyM 

Sodnc'idimjprickf 
To EocltiQe's ftrnowy barM mjr bttaftj 

Till Wir<jk«i c«Qae» 

A hoary daiael 
And iM nm plnfiwe wsm ia jwft,. 

LXI. 

*« O may I ftcal 

*' Along the vale 
•** Of humble life, fecure from foes 3 

^* My friend flncere ! 

** My judgement clear I 
^* And gentle bufinefs ray repofe I 

LXII. 

** My mind be ftroB|r 

•* To combat wrong ! 
**' Grate&l, O King! for favours ihown! 

" Soft to complain 

** For others' pain I 
**' And Jaold to triumph O'er my owkY 

i Lxin. « (V 
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Lxni. 

« (When Fortune's kind) 

** Acute to find^ 
^ And warm to reliih ev€iy boon ! 

« And wife to Aili 

« Fantaftic ill, 
<< Wbofe frightful fpe^i^ l^k at noon I 

LXIV. 

" Nofruitiefs toils! 

** No brainlefs broils I 
^ Each moment leveled at the mark t 

** Our day fo fliort 

** Invites to fport j 
<' Be fad and fblemn when *tis daris. 

LXV. 

" Yet Prudence ftill 

** Rein thou my will ! 
«* What 'r moft important, make moft dear! 

" For 'tis in this, 

<< Refides true blifs ; 
** True blifsj a deity fevere ! 

LXVI. 
** When temper leans 
** To gayer fcenes, 
** And ferious life void moments fp^ret, 
** The fylvan chace 
** My finews brace ! 
** Or fong unbend my ijoind from cares ! 

LXVII, " Nor 
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Lxvn. 

« Nupiliinif ioj HofviX 

** The geliiiil bowl, 
<< Where a&tfh^ good-natmc^ . Ij^iit^ lewl 

«< liigitdiaitt fhfiCs, 

** Above, to plale 
- << Tbe^limgluBg gods» the ymSk^ below: 

Lxvni. 

<< ThoHgii rich the vine, 

** More wit, than wine^ 
<< More fenfe, than wit, good-will than art, 

« May I provide !' 

<< Fair Troth, mypnde! 
** MT jby, the convtrfe of the heart! 

LXIX. 

** The gloomy brow, 

** The broken vow, 
** To diftant climes, ye gods ! remove ! 

« The nobly-fourd 

" Their commerce hold 
<* With words of truth, and looks of love 1 

LXX. 

" G glorious aim ! 
" O wealth fupreme ! 
• ** Divine Benevolence of foul ! 
" That greatly glows, 
" And freely flows, 
" And in one bleifing grafps the whole ! 

LXXI. «« Proplwti 



^ And live, not leave, 
!namour*d of the prefent day ! 

Lxxn, 

" Mj hours njy own I 
" My faults unknown I 
My chief revenue in content 1 
" Then, Jeavc one beam 
'* Of honcft fame I 
id fcom the labour'*d monumant i 
IXXIU. 
** Unhurt my um ! 
** Till that great turn 
" When mighty Nature's felf ftiall die, 
'* Time ceafe to glide, 
" With humaji pride, 
" Sunk in the Ocean of Eternity," 
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His day cf birth, its inuufpicious light^ 
He wiihes funk in (hades of endlefs night. 
And blotted from the year j nor fears to crave 
Death, inftapt death ; impatient for the gnve. 
That ^t of peace, that maniion of repoft. 
Where reft and mortals are no longer foes ; 
Where counfellors are hufh'd, and mighty kingt 
(O happy turn !) no more are wretched things. 

His words were daring, and diipleasM his fiieai 
His condu6l they reprove, and he defends | 
And now they kindled into warm debate^ 
And fentiments opposed with equal heat j 
Fix'd in opinion, both refiiie to yield> 
And fummon all their reafon to the field : 
So high at length their arguments were wrougfat, 
They reached the laft extent of human thought: 
A paufe enAied. — When, lo ! heaven interposed, 
And awcfully the long contention closM. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible furprize, 
A fudden whirlwind blackened all the (kies : 
(They faw, and trembled !) from the darkncfsbi 
A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty fpoke : 

Who gives his tongue a loofe fo bold and vain, 
Cer.rures my condu6t, and reproves my reign ; 
Lifts up his thought againft me from the duft. 
And tells the World's Creator what is juft ? 
Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntlefs eye. 
Face my demand, and give it a reply : 
Where dldfl Thou dwell at nature"'s early birth? 
Who laid foundations for the ipacious earth ? 
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T O T H E 

RIGHT HON. THOMAS LORD PARKER. 

BARON OF MACCLESFIELD, 
LORD HIGH-CHANCELLOR OF GREAT-BRITAIN 

ETC. ETC. 

My Lord, 

THOUGH I have not the honour of being known to 
your Lordfhip, I prefume to take a privilege 
which men of retirement are apt to think thcmfelve s 
in pofleffion of, as being the only method they have 
of making their way to perfons of your Lord/hip's 
high ftation without ftruggling through multitudes 
for accefs. I may pofllbly fail in my refpeft to your 
Lordihip, even while I endeavour to (hew it moft ; 
but if I err, it is becaufe I imagined I ought not to 
make my firft approach to one of your Lordfhip's exalted 
chara6ler with lefs ceremony than that of a Dedica- 
tion. It is annexed to the condition of eminent 
merit, not to fuffer more from the malice of its ene- 
mies, than from the importunity of its admirers ; 
and perhaps it would be unjuft, that your Lordfhip 
fliould hope to be exempted from the troubles, when 
you poflefs all the talents, of a patron. 

I have here a fair occafion to celebrate thofe -fublime 
qualities, of which a whole nation is fenfible, were it 
not incdnfiftent with the defign of my prefent appli- 
cation. By the juft difcharge of your great employ- 
ments, your Lordihip may well defcrve the prayers 

Vol, LP of 
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of the diKrefl ^d, the tlianJt* of your country, ajid tk 
approbation i if your Royal Mafhr i this indeed is i 
^te:ilbn why very guo<l Enxjan fhouid appbud ya# 
Lordihip j t it i a equally a reaibn why none fliciuW 
difturb yc i the execution of your imp^irtani aft'ain 
l^y wc>rk$ at fiincy sJid B^mufenient. I w^s thei^fure 
jnddccJ to make this addrefs to your Lordfhipi by 
confidcnng you rather in the amiable light ^f a per* 
fon diftingiij led for a refined tafte of the polite arti, 
and the ci *■ *'' tends it, than in die 



dignity o^^ 

Tht I of the fubjeas trcittea 

of in the i fail in forae roc^ruJt 

to recomi [lo Holds in the utmoft 

veneration im which it i* tak^; 

and would 1i£y to the world mj 

choice cf the great nai ^ .j. ed to it, could I hP 
afl'ured that the undertaking had not fuffered in my 
biinda. Thus much I think myfclf obliged to fayi 
that if tKiE little Perfoitnance had not been very in- 
dulgently Ipoken of by fome, whofe judgment is uai» 
veriidly allowed in writings of tins nature, I hid JlUl 
<3ared ro gratify my ambitiou in offering it to yoUr 
LordQiijj : I am fenJible th^t I am endeavouring to ei- 
cufc one vanity by another i but I hope I fliaJI metf 
with pardon for it, fjnce it is vilibly intended to fiiew 
the gitat fubmiflion and refpefl with wliith I am, 
My LoRii, 
Your Lo£.D5Hir's mo ft obedient, 

and mo A bumble Servant, 
4, EDWARD YOUNO. 



rov^s and fQrefl"s lavilli dl their bloom, 
Cb and heaven arc fillM wi Ji rich perfume | 
rhou c^cr fctil'd my wintry iklts, and feen 
rndfiionvJ tnj nortbcm magazine ? 
le dread treafures of mine anger are, 
Is of vengeance for the day of war, 
\cuds rain death, and ftorms at my comnii 
rough the world, or waiie a gtiilty land, 
taught the rapid ^mnds to fly fo fail, 
^s the centre with his eaftem Ijkft ? 
>m the ikies can a whole deluge pour f 
ikes through nature with the foleinn roar 
dful tkumiin points it where to fall, 
fierce lightning wraps the flymg ball ? 
,vbo trembles at the daj ted fires, 
Bke faiuid, and in the fialh expires, 
pi'ew the i&met out to i'uch a ixze, 
tir*d his flaming train o'er half the ikies ? ' 
J rcftntmcTit hang him out ? Does he 



And teach the bright Arfturus where to g 
Mine is the night, with all her ftars 5 I p< 
Myriads, and myriads I referve in ftore. 

Doft Thou pronounce where day-light i 
And draw the purple curtain of the mom 
Awake ihtfun, and bid him come away. 
And glad thy world with his obfequious r 
Haft Thou, inthron'd in flaming glory, d 
Triumphant round the fpacious ring of h( 
That pomp of light, what hand fo far dif 
That diilant earth lies balking in the blaz« 

Who did tilt foul with her rich powers i; 
And light up reafon in the human breaft ? 
To (hine, with frefti incieafe of luftre, bri 
When ftars and fun are fet in endlefs nighi 
To thefe my various queftions make reply 
Th' Almighty fpoke ; and, fpeaking, (h 

What then, Chaldaean Sire, was thy fu 
Thus Thou, with trembling heart and do\ 
*« Once and again, which I in groans dep 

a TVTxr tnnmip hOQ prrM : hnt fhall r>r*=^Ct-m 



htlt rage,' mnd daft the i*ift*nt Ifeiesl 
I forth, in beauty's extclbnce ajTay^d | 
phe grandeur of thy power tlii'pltiy'd; 
omtiipotence, wadt frovvning, make 
acious roLUid of tiie creatioB Ihakej 
h thy vengeance, bkl it oyertluow 
phant vJCt, l:iy lofty tyrants i(3W, 
ttnble theni to diilh When tliU is donf^ 
^y fafety lodg'd in Thee alone 5 
, i Thau art^ mnd may it iir*i!aiiated (hyid> 
, ^ btickkr of thine own right-hand . 
; pian I tlie vifion of a moment made I 
if a drcain 1 and fli^ow of a. ftiade t 
i |rtd» hail T hou prod uc'dj whut crcaturtij fi 
ifects cherifti^d, that thy Gcd is blamd \ 
iain*d with hunger, the wild R^ven^i bix 
:3lU on God, importunate for food : 
lears their cry, who grants thtij* hourfe re< 
:iUs the clamour of the craving neft? 




Dm, 
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Can ft Thou tbt flties benevoJtnce reftrain. 
And caufe the Pleiades to ihine In vain ; 
Or, when Orion fparkles from his fphere. 
Thaw the cold fesfon} and unbind the year j 
Bid Maz^aroeh hia deitlnM f^^itioti knowj 
Atid teach the briglit Arftiii-ua where to glc^ f 
Mine is the night j with all her ftars ; T pour 
Myriads, and myriads I rrferre in itore. 

Do ft Thou pronounce where day- light fhall bcfe^JSi^ 
And draw the purple curtain of tlie morn ; 
Awake theykw, and bid him come away. 
And glad ihf world with his ob/equious ray ? 
Haft Thou, inthron'd in flaming glory, driven 
Triumphant round the ipacious ring of btaven. > 
That pomp of light, what hand fo far difplays, 15J 
Tliat di_n:ant earth Hcs b3 iking in die bla^e } 

Who did \\k^fiui with her rich powers inveft^ 
And light up rcafon in tlie human bieaft ? 
To ftiinej with frefli increafe of luftre, brightj 
When ftars and ftin arc fet In cndlcfs night I i4a 

To thefe my various que ft ions mike reply, 
Th' Almighty fpoke ; and, fpeaking, ftiouk the %- 

What then, Chaldxan Si re, was ihy furpriic ! 
Thus ThoUj with trembling heart ajid down-caft eyfj: 
*^ Once and again, which I in groans deplore^ ifij 
" My tongue has err'd \ biit /hall prefume no more» 
** My voice Is in eternal iiknce boundr 
*' Ami all my foul ^idh proftrate to the ground,*' 

lie ceas-d : When, lo f again th' Almig^hty ipciktt 

The fame dread voice fr&rn the black whirlwind broke. 

5 " CiB 
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Know'ft Thou how many moons, by Me aflignM, 
Roll o'er the mountain Goat, and foreft Hind, 
While pregnant they a mother's load fuftain ? 
They bend in ang^ih, and cafl: forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from hitman frailties freed; 1^5 
Walk unfuftainM, and unaflifted feed ; 
They live at once ; forfake the dam's warm fide ; 
Take the wide world, with nature for their g^uidej 
Bound o'er the lawn, or feek the diftant glade i 
And find a home in each delightful fhade. 24* 

Will th' tall Reem, which knows no Lord but Me^ 
Low at the crib, and afk an alms of thee ? 
Submit his unworn (houlder to the yoke, 
Break the ftifF clod, and o'er thy furrow fmoke ? 
Since great his ftrength, go tnift him, void of care 5 245 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year j 
Bid him bring home the feafons to thy doors. 
And caft his load among thy gathered ftores. 

Didft thou from fervice the Wild-Afs difcharge. 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 250 
Through the wide wafte, his ample manfion, roam. 
And lofe himfelf in his unbounded home ? 
By nature's hand magnificently fed, 
His meal is on the range of mountains fpread ; 
As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 255 

He fees in diftant fmoke the city throng ; 
Confcious of freedom, fcoms the fmother'd train. 
The threatening driver, and the fervile rein. 

Survey the warlike Horfe ! didft Thou inveft 
^ith thundef his xx>buft diftended cheft? 260 

No 
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No feafe of fcir lua daimtlei* Ibul sUii^ | 

'Tis dreadful to behold hit noAiiia hLuc| 

To paw the Tale he {mvndly takee dcligkt^ 

And triumpbi in tiM fulnefii of his aaagfat § 

High-rais'd he fnufft the batde from a£u> i 

And bums to plunge amid llie ni|png warf 

And mocks at death, and dirowa kia foam aroua^ 

And in a fiomi of fiirjr ihakea tlie ground. 

How does his firm, his xifing heart, advance 

Fiull on the brandiih^d fword, and fhafeen lancei S7t 

While hit fix^d eye-balls nacet the dayaliiig fliieUi, 

Gaze, and return the lightning of tfae fiold ! 

He finks the fenfe of pain in geneioua pridf^ 

Nor feels the ihaft that tremblet in hia fidep 

But neighs to the ihrill trumpet^s dreadful Mail 17$ 

Till death $ and when he groans, he groans his laft. 

Buty fiercer ftill, the lordly Lion ibdks. 
Grimly roajeftic in his lonely walks; 
When round he glares, all living creatiires fly j 
He clears the defart with his rolling eye. sto 

Say, mortal, does he roufe at thy command^ 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy hand ? 
Doft thou for him in forefts bend thy bow. 
And to his gloomy den the morfel throw. 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood, aSj 

And, couch'd in dreadful ambufh, pant for blood j 
Or, (h-etch'd on broken limbs, confume the day. 
In darknefs wrapt, and flumber o'er theu' prey ? 
By the pale moon they take their deftinM round, 
Apd laih their fides, and furious tear the ground. 190 

Now 



PARAPHRASE ON JOB. 121 

Now ihrieks and dying groans the defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend 5 their ravenous jaws diftil 
With crimfon foam $ and, when the banquefs o'er. 
They ftride away, and paint their fteps with gore ; 
In flight alone the ihepherd puts his truft, 295 

And fliudders at the talon in the duft. 

Mild is my Behemoth, though large his frame; 
Smooth is his temper, and repreft his flame. 
While unprovoked. This native of the flood 
lifts his broad foot, and puts afhore for food; 300 
Earth (inks beneath him, as he moves along 
To feek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 
See with what ftrength his hardenM loins are bound. 
All over proof and fhut againi^ a wound. 
How like a mountain cedar moves his tail I 305 

Nor can his complicated finews fail. 
Built high and wide, his folid bones furpafs 
The bars of fleel ; his ribs are ribs of brafs ; 
His port majeilic and his armed jaw 
Give the wide forei^, and the mountain, law. 310 

The mountains feed him ; there the beails admire 
The mighty flranger, and in dread retire. 
At length his greatnefs nearer they furvey. 
Graze in his ihadow, and his eye obey. 
The fens and raarfhes are his cool retreat, 315 

His noontide fhelter from the burning heat ; 
Their fedgy bofoms his vride couch are made. 
And groves of willows give him all their (hade. 

Hiii eye drinks Jordan up, when flr'd with drought. 
He trufts to turn its current down his throat; 320 

In 
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In leffen'd wave$ it creeps along the plain : 
He finks a river, and he thirfts ag^ain. 

Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful fide, 
Caft forth thy line into the fwelling tide t 
With (lender hair Leviathan command^ 315 

And ftretch his vaftnefe on the loaded ftrand. 
Will he become Thy fervant ? Will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at Thy frown ? 
Or with hi« fport amufe thy leifure day. 
And, bound m filk, with thy foft maidens play ? 33t 

Shall pompous banquets fwell with fuch a prize? 
And the bowl journey round his ample fire ? 
Or the debating merchants (hare the prey. 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Through his firm (kuU what ftcel its way can win? 335 
Whut forceful engine can fubdue his fkin ? 
Fly far, and live j tempt not his matchlefs might : 
The braveft fhrink to cowards in his fight ; 
The rafhcft daiv r.ot roufe him up : Who then 
Shall turn on Mc, among the fons of men ? 34.0 

Am I a debtor ? Haft thcu ever heard 
Whence come the gifts that are on Me conferrM? 
IVIy lavifh fruit a thoiifand valleys fills. 
And Mine the herds that graze a thoufand hills : 
Earth, fca, and air, all nature is my own ; 3^.5 

And ftars and fun are dult beneath my throne. 
And dar'fl: Thou with the World's great Father v\e, 
Thou, who doll: tremble at my creature's eye ? 

At full my large Leviathan fliall rife, 
Boaft all his ftrength, and Ipread his wondrou s fize. 3 co 

Whc, 



leous fangs on eiihei' Mt arift I 
t a deep abyis between thero lies t 
li tliy hncej aiid with thy plumbct found, 
bow long-, the other how profuund. 
is charged with fuch a furigijs foul, 
Bb of fmoke from hia fpread noftriU roll,' 
a furnace; and, when rous'd his ii^ 
s frgm his jaws m ftreams of iire* 
; teiTipelbj and the roar of ieas, 
this thy great Superior pJeaic j 
I his ample ftioulder fits in llate ; 
flttMlimb«{ ai-e dreadfully complete; 
of folid fiefh are flow to parti 
.1 nerves, as adamant his heart* 
iate avrak d, he rears hitn from the flood 
etching forth his ftaturt: to the clouds, 
m the fun alcft bis fcaly htightj 
m the diftaat hlUs with trsnfient light, 
^^lyi^^^mps of terror Tjire^d^ ^^ 
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His naked brgifi: their impotence defies j 
The dart reboundsj the brittle fauchion flies. 
£hut in himfelf, the war without he hears, 
Sife in the tetnpeil of their rattling fpears ; 
The cum be r'd itrand their wafted vallies ftrowi 
ah fportj the rage and i:tbour of the foe> 

His paftimes lite a tauldron boil tht Aood, ^ 
And blacken ocean with the rlCmg mod; 
The biilowt feel hini^ as be works his ^vayi ( 

His hoary footAeps fliine along the fea ; ^ 

The foam high -wrought with white divides the git 
And dillant I'ailors point where death has been. 

His iih earth bears not on bei* fpacious facc| 
Alone in nature ilands his dauntJefs race* i 

For utter ignorance of fear rcnown"'d, | 

In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around : 
Makes evety fwfjln^ diidainful heart, fub^de^ " 
And holds dominion o'er the fons of pride. 

Then the Chaldaean easM his labouring breaft. 
With full convi6lion x)i his crime oppreft. 

<< Thou canft accomplifli All things. Lord of Mi| 
** And every thought is naked to Thy fight. 
■*« But, oh 1 Thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
** BeyQnd the deepeft reach of mortal eye. 
f * Oft have I heard of Thine Almighty Power 5 
** But never faw Thee till this dreadRil hour. 
** O'erwhekn'd with ftame, the Lord of life I fee 
*' Abhor myfclf, and give my foul to Thee. 
^< Nor (kail my weaknefs tenvpt Thine an^^ smd 
** Man h not aiade U> qu^hji^ but 4uiigr*** 

NOT 



i reader a cJean.. • '^ '^'""" ''S 
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rity. The judicious^ if they compare this Piece witk 
the (Kiginaly will, I flatter myfelfy find the reafoni 
foi^the great liberdes I have indulged myfelf in 
through the whole. 

Longinus has a chapter on interrogadcmsy which 
ihewt diat they contribute much to the iublime. This 
. Ipeech of the Almighty is made up of them. Inter- 
rogation .ftemsj indeed, the proper ftyle of majeftj 
- incenied. 'It difibrs from other manner of reproof, 
'■as bidding a perfon execute himfelf, does from a com- 
.mon execution ; for he that a(ks the guilty a proper 
queftion, makes him, in effed, pafs ientence on 
bimielf.^ 

Ver. 41.] The Book of Job is well known to 
4)e4ramatic9 and, like the Tragedies of old Greece^ 
is fi^on built on. truth. Probably this moft noble 
part of it, the Almighty fpeaking . out . of the whirl- 
wind (fo fuitable to the after -pra^ljje of the Greek 
Stage, when there happened *•' dignus vindice nodus") 
is fi6litious; but is a ii^Vion more agreeable to the 
time in which Job lived, than to any fmce. Frequent 
Jbefore the Law were the appearances of the Almighty 
after this manner,. Exod. c. «ix. Ezek. c. i. &c. 
Hence is he faid to 'f dwell in thick darknefs : and 
** have his way in the whirlwind/' 

Ver. 69.] There is a very great air in all that 
precedes, but this is (Ignally fublime. We are ftruck 
with admiration to fee the vaft and ungovernable ocean 
receiving commands, and punctually obeying them; 
to And it like a managed horfe> raging, tofling, and 

w foaming, 
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foaming, but by the rule and direftion of ks mafter. 
This pafTage yields in fubliraity to that of ** Let there 
** be light," Sec. £0 much only, as the abfblut^ go- 
vernment of nattire yields to the creation of it. 

The like fpirit in thefe two paflages is no bad con- 
current argument, that Moies is author of the Book 
ef Job. 

Vcr. 191.] Another argument that Mofes was 
tke author is, that mod of the creatures here are 
Cgyptian. The reaibn given why the raven is par- 
ticularly mentioned as an object of . the care of 
Providence, is, becaufe by her danwrous and impor- 
tunate voice, fhe particularly feems always calling 
i>pon it; thence xr^-t-o-w, a >«'p»^, ^lian. 1. ii. c. 48. is 
•« to afk eameilly." And fince there were ravens on 
the bank of the Nile more clamorous than the reft of 
^at fpecies, thofe probably are meant in that place. 

Vcr. 195.] There are many inftances of this biid*s 
ftupidity : let two fufHce. Firjf, it covers its head 
in the reeds, and thinks itfelf all out of fight : 
" Stat liimine claufo 
** Ridendum revo^uta caput, creditque latere 
** Quae non ipfa videt." Claud. 

Secondly^ They that go in purfuit of them, draw the 
(kin of an Oftrich's neck on one hand, which proves 
a fufficient lure to take them with the other. 

They have fo little brain, that Heliogabulus had fix 
hundred heads for his fupper. 

Here we may obferve, that our judicious as well as 

fublime author juH touches the great points of didinc- 

0^2 tion 



Ver. 205.] Here is marked another 
quality of this creature, which neither flies 
direftly, "but has a motion compofed of 
udng its wings as fails, makes great fpeed. 
** Vafta velut Liby« venantum vocibus ah 
••* Cumpremitur, calidas curfu tranfmittit 
•* Inque modum veli fmuatis flamine penn 
** Pulverulenta volat." Claud 

Ver. 206.] Xenophon fays, Cyrus h 
<that could overtake the goat and the wild 
none that could reach this creature. A 
golden ducats, or a hundred camels, was 
price of a horfe that could equal their fpeed. 
Ver. 207.] Though this bird is but j 
tioned in my author, I could not forbear goii 
farther, and fpreading thofe beautiful plumi 
are there (hut up) in half a dozen lines. Th 
fiance I have marked of his opening his plurr 
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fuppofe the hawk, as well as the crow abo'vementioncJ, 
to have been a bird of note in Egypt. 

Vcr. 227.] The eagle is faid to be of fo acute 
a fight, that, when (he is fo high in air that man cannot 
lee her, flie can difcem the fmalleft fifh under water. 
My author accurately underftood the nature of the crea- 
tures he defcribes, and feems to have been a Naturalift 
as well as a Poet, which the next note will confirm. 

Ver. 231.] The meaning of this queftion is. Knowcft 
thou the time and circumflances of their bringing ff)ith ? 
For to know the time only waseafy, and had nodiin;; 
extraordinary in it j br.tthe circuniftanceshad fomcthing 
peculiarly exprcffive of God's Providence, wliich inakts 
the queftion proper in this place. Pliny ohferves, that the 
hind with young is by inftin<5l dircfled to a certain lici b 
called Sefelis, v/hic)i facilitates the- birth. ThMnclfru'!b 
(which looks like the more immediate hand of Pio\i- 
dence) has the fame cIFecl. Pf. xxix. In io early :in 
age to obferve thtfc things, may ftyle our author a Na- 
turalift. 

Ver. 259.] The defcrlption of the horfe is the moll 
celebrated of any in the poem. There is an excellent 
criuque on it in the G/z^jr./:^/;. I fliall therefore only 
obferve that in this delcription, as in ether jiarts d 
this fpeech, our ^vulgar trcnijlaiion h:;s mnch more 
{pirit than the Septuagint j it always takes the ori- 
ginal in the moft poetic and exalted fciifc, fo that 
moft commentators, even on the 11 v brew iiielf, fL.il 
beneatli it. 
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VcTi 289.] Purfuiij^ their prey by night \i 
tfXit of 111 oft wild buifts, particularly the \]m* 
Tf. cvi. 10. The Arabiajis hiaie one among thfir jckj 
nanits for the lion, which figniHes " the htwiter hf 
*' fiioouftiirrf*" 

Ver. 3?!.] " Ctfpheii glacidc caput quo fuefo* 
" inhelam 1 

^^ Ferre fitim Python, ajrjneroque avert ere picmto*" ] 

St AT* Th^is. V* 345, ' 
** QijI fpiria tcgeret monteij h^uriit^t hiatu 
*' Flumtna, &c/" CLAUD,Pref. Iii Ruf, 

Let not then this hyperbole feem too much for an 
esiftcm f oetj th^jugh Ibine commentators of name ftraia 
liard in this plucc for a new conftruflioti, throii^h fear 
of it. 

Ver. 3^3'] The taking of the crocodile is molt 
iliffictilt. Diodorns fays, they a«: not to be taltcn but 
b)' iron nets. When Augui^ua conquered Egypt, he 
ft ruck, a medalj the irapreft of which was a croctidilc 
thajn«^d to a palm-tree, with this inrcnption, ** NeniD 
** antea rcligavit," 

Ver* 339'] This alludes to 3 cuftom of tliis 
creature, which is^ when fated with fi/h, to comt 
afhorc and fleep nmong the reeds. 

Ver. 353.] The crocod^e^s month is exceeding^ly 
wide, Whtn he gap«s> fay» Pliny, '* ht totma (^a*** 
Martial fay^ to his old woman ^ 

** Cum comparaia rifllbrus tuis ora 

" Niliacus habet ci'ocodilus aiij^^nila ;** 
fo that the exprcflion here i& barely jtifta 

Ver* 
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Vei". 364.] This too is nearer truth than at ' 
firft view may be imagined. The crocodile, fay the 
naturalifts, lying long underwater, and being there 
forced to hold its breath, when it emerges, the breath 
long repreft is hot, and burfts out fo violently, that it 
refembles fire and fmoke. The horfe fuppreffes not 
his breath by any means fo long, neither is he fo fierce 
and animated 5 yet the moft correft of ' poets ventures 
to ufe th6 fame metaphor concerning hi?n : 

** CoIleAumque premens vclvit fub tiaribus ignem." 
By this and the foregoing note I would caution again fl 
a falfe opinion of the eaflem boldnefs, from pafiages 
m them ill underftood. 

Ver. 377.] " His eyes are like the. eye-lids 
** of , the morning." I think this gives us as great an 
image of the thing it would cxprefs, as can enter the 
tfaoui^t of man. It is not improbable that the 
Egyptians ftole their hieroglyphic for the morning, 
which is the crocodile^s eye, from this pafTage, though 
no commentator, I have fecn, mentions it. It is eafy 
to conceive how the Egyptians fiiould be both readers 
and admirers of the writings of Mofes, whom I fup- 
pofe the. author of this poem. 

I have obferved already that three or four of the 
creatures here defcribed are Egyptian ; the two laft are . 
notorioufiy fo, they are the river-horfe and the croco- 
dile, thofe celebrated inhabitants of the Nile ; and on - 
thefe two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It would 
have been expefted from an^author more remote from 
that river thau MoIfiS^ in a catalogue of creatures pro- 
Q^ . duced . 
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(JiR-ed to itiagnify their Creator, to have dwelt on the 
twa largeft works of hJs hand, vii- the elephajit ami 
the whaJe, This is fo natural an expeftation, that 
fomc cummcnUiorB have rendered Behemoth and Le- 
viathan ^ the elephant and whale, tlwij^h the defcrip- 
tions In out author will not admit of it ; but Mofci 
being, as we may well fuppore, under an immediate 
terror of the Hippotamus and crocodile, from tiwif 
daily ntifchiefs and i-aviiges around hitrij it is very ac- 
countable why be /hould permit them to take place 
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MISCELLANIES. 



On MICHAEL ANGELO's famous Piece of 

the Crucifixion; 

Who is faid to have ftabbed a Perfon that he might 

draw it more naturally *• 

WHILST his Redeemer on his canvas dies, 
Stabb'd at his feet his brother weltering lies : 
The daring Artift, cruelly ferene. 
Views the pale cheek and the diftorted mien j 
He drains off life by drops, and, deaf to cries. 
Examines every fpirit as it flies : 
He ftudies torment, dives in mortal woe. 
To rouze up every pang repeats his blow j 
Each rifmg agony, each dreadful grace. 
Yet warm tranfplanting to his Saviour's face. 
Oh glorious theft ! oh nobly wicked draught ! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught : 

4uch wondrous force the magic colours boaft, 
rom his own fkill he ftarts in horror loft. 

* Though the report was propagated without the 
leaft truth, it may be fufficient ground to jultify a 
poetical fancy's enlarging on it» 

A To 



[ nA^ I 
TO MR- ADDISON, 

O N 
THX TRAGEDY OF CATO- 



WHAT do we fee I U Cato then become 
A. greater naroe in firitaiD than in Rome * 
Docs mankind now admire bis virtues more, 
Though Lacan, Horace^ Virgil, wrote before ? 
How will pofterity this truth explain f 
•* Cato begins to live in Anna's reign/^ 
The worWs great chiefs, in council or in arms. 
Rife in your lines with more exalteji charms ; 
liluftrious deeds in diitant nations wrought. 
And virtues by departed heroes taught, 
Raife in your foul a pure immortal flame, 
Adorn your life, and confecrate your fame.) ^ 
To your renown all ages you fubdue. 
And Caefar fought, and Cato bled for you» 

AUSduUCoU. Oxon. 
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HISTORIC A L E P I L O G U E 

TO THE BROTHERS, 

A T R A G F D y. 

A N Epilogue^ through cuftom, is your right, 
^^ But ne'er perhaps was needful till this night : 
To*4iight the virtuous falls, the guilty flies, 
Guilt's dreadful clofe.our narrow fcene denies. 
In hiftory's authentic record read 
What ample vengeance gluts Demeti-ius' fllade j 
Vengeance fo great, that when his tale is told. 
With pity fomc ev'n Perfeus may hehold. 

Perfeus Xurviv'd, indeed, and fill'd the throne. 
But ceafel^fs cares in conqueft made him groan : 
Nor reign'd he long;, from Rome fwift thunder. flew> 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw z 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph Jed,. 
For this night's deed his perjur'd bofom bled : 
His brother's ghoft each moment made him ftart,, 
Ajad all his father's anguiih rent his heart. 

When, rob'd in black, his children round liim hung,. 
Ajid their rais'd arms in early forrow wrung j 
The younger Ciiil'd, unconfcious of their woe j . 
A.t which thy tears, O Rome ! began to flow j 
5o fad the fcene ! What then muft Perfeus feel. 
To fee Jove's race attend the vi£loi's wheel ; 

To. 



His pale cheek refted on his fhameful chain^ 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign 5 
No fuit retards, no comfort fooths his doom. 
And not one tear bedews a monarch's tomb. 
Nor ends it thus — dire vengeance to complete. 
His ancient empire falling ihares his fate : 
His throne forgot ! His weeping country chain 
And nations afk — ^where Alexander reign'd. 
As public woes a prince's crime purfue. 
So public bleflings are his virtue's due. 
Shout, Britons, fhout — aufpicious fortune blefi 
And cty, Long live— Oar titU tefuccefs ! 



■T Britain boaft* her empire o'er the ded 
(b marbie ihali compel th& brave to weep 
|l Britons, and as foldirrs, mourn | 
bTst loyal j vinuous Beauderk's ura, 
pi& manners, as hh foul was great, 
p wQJtb, though immature his fate j 
l^race that joy and Jove ijifpircs* 
pjn^led with his martial Urtt % 
hid Britannia's thutiders roar; 
Ml felt him, whtn he breathed no more* 



lubrey Beauclcrk was the eighth fon of 
F St. Al ban's, -who wtis one of the ions of 
?s the Second, He was bom in the ye; 
rbeing regularly hif^d to the fea fervice, i 
Bppointed to the command of his majefty' 
|ow Caftle J and he commanded the Prim 
Uie atrack of the harbour of Carthagen 
ly+i ♦ This young nobleman was one 
fciifmg Commanders in the king'* ft ' 
Re delperate attack of the ca01* ^f 
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EPITAPH 
AT WELWYN, HERTFORDSHIJ 

' IF fond of what h Tare, attendt 

Her& lies an ks^ifi m&n^ 
Of perfe^ piety, 
Of iambi ike patience. 
My &iend, James Barker j 
To whom I pay this mean tnemorial^^ 
For what de^rves the greatc^. 
An exampk 
"Which ihone through all the clouds of foitiir 
r' : • -Induftiieui in low eftafie, 
»1%e feflbn and reproafch of thofe aibove hinsi 
To lay this little ftonc 
' ; ; Is my ambition { 

While others 4*ear . 
The polifliM marbles of the great t 

Vain pomp! 
A turf o'er virtue charms us vel<^^. 



A LET! 



DEATH OF THE RIGHT H 
iJSEPH ADDISON, Es^ i;tg. 

Tu nunc eiis alter ab Hlo/' Viae. 

G with me in Oxford groves confined, 
facml arts and facret! fiitndflup joln'd ; 
Forrow, and fair Ifis' boaft, 

her fide, bivt fortunately lofl j 

ed aid, my dear companion I faringp 

fine thy departed friend to fing j 

theme ' once powerful to inrpirc, 
to melt> the Mufes' mournful choir t 

now firft, we freely dare commend 
t worth : nor fhali our praife otTend. 
k hloomM amid the learned train, 
f d Jfis liilen*d to his ilrain, 



i 



ic cry^d, old Mai^o's Mufe 3ppeai*$> 
bm her flutober cf two thouftiii^ v 
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ehoiild let a life evaporate in long. 
^»ls health jind (tren^th the brighteft charms difpeni 
WVit is the bloflbra of the foundeft fcnfe : 
Vet few, how few, with lofty thoughts mfpiiM, 
With quitknefs pointed, and with rapture iir'd, 
Jn confcious pride their own importance find. 
Blind to thtmfdvesj as the hard world h blind t 
LWit they eftcem a gay but woithitfs power, ^ 

!5"he flight araufement of a ieiihre hour j 
JUnmintiful that, conceal'd from vtjJgar e>e», i 

Majelllc Wifdom wears the hrlgiit difgniife. 

Poor Dido fondled thus, widi idle joy. 
Dread Cupid, luilving in the Trojan boy ; 
Lightly fhe toyM and trifled with his charms. 
And knew not that a god was in her arms. 

Who greateft excellence of thought could boai!:. 
In a6lion^ too, have been diftinguiih'd moft : 
• This iSommers knew, and Addifon fent forth 
From the malignant regions of the North, 
To be matur^cl in more indulgent (kits. 
Where all the vigour of the foul can rife ; 
Through warmer veins where fprightlier fjpirits run. 
And fenfe enlivenM fparkles in the fun. 

Wii 

• Lord Sommers procured a penHon for M 
Addifon, whicli enabled him to profecute b 
Travels. R. 
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LETTER TO MR. TICKELL. a4» 

With fecret pain the prudent patriot gave, 45 

The hopes of Britain to the rolling wavre. 
Anxious, the charge to all the ftars reiign'd. 
And placM a confi4ience in fea and wind. 

Aufoiiia foon receivM her wondering gueft. 
And equal wonder in her turn confefs^d, 50 

To fee her fervours rival'd by the pole. 
Her luftre beaming from a northern foul i 
In like furprize was her iEneas loft. 
To find his pi£hire grace a foreign coaft. 

Now the wide field of Europe he furveys, 55 

Compares her kings, her thrones and empires weighs, 
In ripened judgment and confummate thought ; 
Great work ! by Naffau's favour cheaply bought. 

He now returns to Britain a fupport. 
Wife in her fenate, graceful in her court $ 6« 

And, when the public welfare would permit. 
The fource of learning, and the foul of wit. 
O Warwick 1 (whom the Mufe is fond to name. 
And kindles, confcious of her future theme) 
O Warwick 1 by divine contagion bright, 6^ 

How early didft thou catch his mdiant light ! 
By him infpirM, how ihine before thy time. 
And leave thy years, and leap into thy prime I 

On fome warm bank, thus, fortunately bom^ 
A rofe-bud opens to a fummer's morn, 7* 

Full-blown ere noon her fragrant pride difplays. 
And (hews th' abundance of her purple rays. 

Wit, as her bays, was once a barren tree j 
Wc now, furpriz'd, her fruitful branches fee j 

R 3 Oi, 
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Or, orange-]ike» till hit. ««4id«|M titt»: ' 75 

It grew indeed, lut flimrM i» ooptliihe » 
He firft the ptfloit to ricbtr gafdint led. 
And fix'd, indvlgesty i» ft winacifbcd t 
*^rhe nattosi |ileat*d, eajoyi tbe-sidbfno4aoB^ 
And gatSuart from lier omaneiit Ike lift* •' •» 

Wliea loofe from pnblic caret die gme te IbogjU, 
A»d fiird ^ Itifiiie raterral with iSbeugjb^ 
The Tarkms laboun of Idii eafy pagm 
A chance aura&nianty pdliill*d Inlf wan age. 
Beyond diu titidi old 3wdt coaM ftnce iavBU^ .tj 
lYhadnrfttofianeawvyddbyaocidait. ^ 

What h0 hat fimg, bow aaid]r, and how well,. 
The TiMunet fliall boafty aad Xoenn Tiber laU. 
A glory more fubliioe'remaini'iiiJbeR^ 
8ince fvch hie talentt, that be long bo moiv. - *' f» 

No fuller proof of power th* Almighty gare. 
Making the Tea, than curfoi^ her proad- wave. 

Nought can the genius of his works, tranfeend. 
But their fair purpofe and important end j 
To rouze the war for injurM Europe^s laws, ^5 

To fteel the patriot in great Brunfwick*s caufe | 
"With virtue's charms to kindle facred love. 
Or paint th' eternal bowers of blifs abovje. 
Where hadft thou room, great Author 1 where to roll 
The mighty theme of an immortal foul ? too 

Through paths unknown^ unbeaten, whence were 

brought 
Thy proofs fo ftrong for immaterial thought I 

Oee 



y fuchj it borders on difgrace 
le fung the belt of human race* 
' oDce join'dj in forrow now for yctrs^ 
in grief, and brother of my tears, 
I accept thb verfe, thy mournful due % 
JTtlSer fhalt the facred theme purfue j 
t thy ftrain defcrib€$ the match lefs man» 
^ fhal) fecond what thy Mnie began, 
fweet the numbers^ though a fire divine 
ough the whole J and bum in every line* 
ives not for that excellence be draws, 
1 by fame, and fuffers from aippkufe* 
afte to thy illiiftiioas tafk j prepare 
>Ie work well trufted to thy cai e, 
:ift becjueatli'd by Addifon's command, 
;gs made iacred by his dying hand, 
the labours, join the various raysj 
tter'd light in one united blaze j 
m to him fo true, fo truly lov'd^ 



J. tij Auvc iu uiui AS w uijr cif uuu jr tiio^m I 

He mdikfiis ibr beti who ixiourns for Addiibi 
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Far a may "ft give life to VLrtue*fi cauie | 

Mitea of perfaoal regard 
atlou's trud to feeble hands : -^ 

Let 1 snted iiaincs of private pique 

Prey w* ^..c vitals c*f the public good ; 
Xet not our ftre«ts with blafpliernie^ refound. 
Nor kwdnefs whifper V(fhere the laws can reacts i 
Let not bcft hw3, tb« wifdom of oui' Jlrcs, ji 

Tyrn fatii-es on their funk degenerate fons. 
Tilt: baftards of their blood ! and ferve no poiat 
But, with more emphafis to caJl them fools i 
Let not our rank enormities un iinge 
Britannia's wclfai'c from divine fupport- jj 

Such deedfi the mtnifter^ tl prince, adorn ; 
No power is ftiown but in fuc ieeds as thefe ; 
AlJf all is impotence but a£ting right | 
And where" 3 the ftati'fm^n but would fhewbis power? 
To prince and people thou, of equal zeal I 41ft 

^e it henceforward but thy fccand care 
To giace thy country, and fupport the throne j 
Though thiB fupported, that adom'd fo well, 
A throne fupeiior our ArU homage claims i 
To Csfar^'s Caefar our &it tribute doe s 4^ 

A tribute which^ unpaid^ makes fpecious wrong 
And fplendid facrilege of all befide x. 
Illuftrious followers $ we muft- firft be juft $ 
And what fo juft as awe for the Supreme I 
Jiefs fear we rugged ruffiaas of the norths jo 

Than Virtue's well-clad rebels nearer ^n&i 
Lefs Loyola'0 di^uk^di aU*s^g ba^ 

Thai 
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Than traitors lurking in our appetites $ 

Lefs all the legions Seine and Tagus fend^ 

Than unrcin'd paffions ruihing on our peace : 55 

Yon* ravage mountaneers are tame to thefe. 

Againft thofe rioters fend forth the laws. 

And break to reafon's yoke their wild careers. 

Prudence for all things points the proper hour. 
Though fome feem more importunate and great. 60 
Though Britain^s generous views and interefts fpread 
Beyond the narrow circle of her fliores. 
And their grand entries make on diftant lands ; 
Though Britain's genius the wide wave beftridcs. 
And, like a vaft Coloffus, towering ftands 65 

With one foot planted on the continent j 
Yet be not wholly wrapped in public caies, 
Though fuch high cares fhould call as call'd of late ; 
Th€ caufe of kings and emperors adjourn, 
And Europe's little balance drop a while j 70 

For greater drop it : ponder and adjuft 
The rival interefts and contending claims 
Of life and death, of now and of for -ever ; 
Sublimed theme ; and needful as fublime. 
Thus great Eliza's oracles renown'd, 75 

Thus Walfingham and Raleigh (Britain's boafts !), 
Thus every ftatefman thought that ever— ^'</. 
There's infpiration in a fable hour. 
And death's approach makes politicians wife. 

When, thunderftiuck, that eagle Wolfey fell | So 
When royal favour, as an ebbing fea, 
Like a leviathan, his grandeur left^ 

• His 
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Hi a gafping grandeur I naked on Uve ilrsudi 
Naked of humanj doubtftjl of divincj 
AfUftance ; no more w^Ul owing in his weaUbf 
Spouting proud foams of infolenct no more. 
On what J then, fmote hb heart, uiK^rdinal'dj 
And funk beneath the level of a man ? 
On the grand aitide, the fum of things ! 
Th« point of the Aril magnitude { th^t point 
Tubc$ mounted in a court, but rare]y rcacK % 
Some painted cloud fttll intercepts their ^ght, 
Fjrft right to jwdgei then chuie ; then periVvcit^ 
£ ted fail J as t£ a crown or miftrcfs ciird.^ 
Theic, thefe arc politicks will ^b.nd the tcil^ fl 
\Vhen finer politics their mnftem fting, ^ 

And datefmen fain would (hrink to conninon jneBi 
Theft, tbefe are politics will anfwer now, 
(When common men would fam to ftatefmcn fwdj 
£cyond a Machiavers ov Tencin's fchcrae* , j 
All fafety refts on honeft counfels : thefe 
Immortalize the if^atefman> bleft the ftatc. 
Make the prince triumph, and the people fmilei 
In peace re^erM, or terrible in arms, 
Clofe-leagued with an invincible ally, 
^Vhich honeft counfels never fail to fix 
In favour of an unabandonM land ; 
A land— that ftarts at fuch a land as this, 
A parliament, fo principled, will fink 
All ancient fchools of empire in difgracfr. 
And Britain^s glory, rifing from the dead. 
Will fill the wofld, loud Fame's fuperior fong. 

4 ^ BriU 
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With all the ^|^t of Bridfli mdi» to dem 
The papii mitre, of Ae Oiffii llWBi;**^'- '' ' 

Or death or^aWiyiMfMi^K'dy^^^^ -'■ 

To dream of mdrcy^'OliMrllEnUil hi^^itUltV " 
Where, o>r%lftk 4eW iteotidU'd^^ 
Fools think heaven iimrdMir 4^ ttrlO^^ 
By giving, at flipji#rtii>fe j^iiinrWiaTfcliht 'tjt 
Kerfimpie4ea«bI^wlien'tlie3fiy|M^ ^ 

Who met BiUMBdlmOtntAdth^ 
Students in lot««i« I ^sHttfil, 4ll- 'xiiliiMttliJ'- • : -• > 
Whofe dai4ing icUteWlPli* Mlfod^tf --^IftB^t --- ' - [ 
The beil turn r«thleft %«fclMiji ftir <hir1UlMl| iff 

And yet foctau-f AetftftlVde ii^ Mtt ioakUti ' 

What modcfty !— ftich vtrtnes Rome adbm ! 

And chiefly thofe who Rome*3 firft honours wear, 

Whofe name from JeAis, and whofe hearts from hell ! i^o 

And fliall a Pope-bred princeling crawl -afhore, 

Keplete with venom, guiltlefs of a fting. 

And whiftle cut-throats, with thofe fwords that fcrap*d 

Their barren rocks fdr wretched fuftenance. 

To cut his palTage to the Britifh throne? i6j 

One that has fuckM-in malice with his milk. 

Malice to Britain, Liberty, and Truth ? 

I.cfs favage was his brother-robber's nurfe. 

The howling nurfc of plundering Romulus, 

Ere yet far worfe than Pagan harbour'd there. !/• 

llaii to the brave 1 be Britain Britain ftill : 
Bi itain ! high favourM of indulgent faeayen ! 

5 Nature's 
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prr a, fo reprcfs the vam 
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Sifted from errors, piirrfy*d by flames, 

hlkt goMf to take anew Tnith^s beaTcnIy ftampi 

lAnd (nfiTigboth m Inilrc and in weight) 

With her bkfiM Mafter*^ unmiLim'd image &1ne | 

Why fliould ihe longer droop ? why longer aft 

As an accomplice with the plot& of Rome l 

Why longer lend an edge to Bourbon^tf fwordp 

And give him leave^ arnong hh d^iftard troops , tto 

To mufter that ftrong fuccour, Albion'* comes J 

Send bh felf- Lin potent ambition aid. 

And crown the coEvqueft of her 6erccft fbea ? 

Where are her foes moft fatal ? Hludhing ^rut)i| 

'* In her friends* vice*,"^with a figh repJks* 

Empire on virtue* s rock unshaken Hands ; 

Flux $kA the billow^j when in vice diflblv^d* 

If heaven reclaims us by the fcourge of war. 

What thanks are due to Paris and Madrid ? 

Would they a revolution P^Asd their ainip tid 

But be the reirolutioiw^in our hearta ! 

Would'ft thou ( whofe hand is at the helni) tlie htd^ 
The (haken bark of Britain, diould ont-ride 
The prefent blaft, and ev^ry future ftonn i 
Give it that balaft which alone has 'weiglit tftf 

With Him whom wind, and waves, and war, «bc]r* 
Perfift. Are Dthers fubtle ? thou be wii^ i 
Above the Florentine's court-fcience ffiilei 
Stand forth a patriot of the moral woild { 
The pattern, and the patron, ef the fuft t •]• 

Thus ftrengthen Britain*s military ftrength { 
Give its own terror to th» iwerd ibedrsMrs. 

Aft 




vcB the fword commiffion to dtftroy i H 

blafts, or bid. tbe martial laarri blooffi- H 

■colated, then, moft manly might j 

hough ^he might remain,, it Bought »v«U: 

, „Uh«r'd weAneft foils the Ctt«wy aim ^ 
,aa's meridian and high-h«rted power : ^ 

td^th.yfThi.ia«d more -hat can they do 
, he.p'd the meaf^ of. kiogdon.'* cnmw. 

prince moft da.ntleft, the firft plun..^ of «»^ 
odi bold inroads into foreign lands, m 

I elongation of oitr armaments, W 

ftretcl^s out the guilty nation's neck, H 
ae hea»=n commands her executioner. H 

,e lefs abandon'd nation, to difcharge ^ 
full-ripe vengeance in a final blow, 
LttH the world, " Not ftrong is human Rreo^ 



Tta^ <mmM yarioat veofm nAh <kT*etfit . 
Thoa^^ hac'4 with rocksi .«iHi 99ate4 {7 tWailH% 

ThypnAnpolkiaj^hrAamgfp^ga^ ff^ 

lnmm,iKfh»am, thoughuMd* cwAj dirftiti . 
Thonj^ weak» pouldflraigdwili rw^'drco^)^ 

How oft, totvUwhtttfwMbvdftUa^ifl^. ^ 
To guard h^weHwe^ wvl.yfStdMck Iw.pMi^ . 
Um tbe wiadi fiuudiM tfaft yi^boiy fivffi ^irv f Tn* 
Or, ntlier, wondwcby* wi^R v^wudd^ajif^jf .. .. 
HowfrfkluMJpiovUqiitialili^oMo^ ^, .* 

AwM whilo at bkft*d n^ .fwftioyi of <^.0U|||. 
"Struck dead aU coofidmc?jn,bi|ifuui 9a4» .^ 
And, wliUe w« tniimph*d» 9Mii^,m.tiKQi)il^ l|^| ,, m 

W^U jnarilfe tremUe iio!#| i«Im» pmni^ ^^9^1* 
But «dicii(b|n aik w^, wihfil ilv^tn^finp 
Would Ihock too much ? Blind heaven 1 avert cvaUi 
Whofe fatal nature might reply too plain t 
Heaven^s half-barM arm of vengeance haa been wav*d 
In northern flcies, and pointed to the fouth. tli 

Vengeance delayM but gathers and fermenta | 
More formidably blackens in the wind j 
Brews deeper draughts of unrelenting wrath^ 
And higher chaxges the fufpended ftorm. tlf 

*^ That public vice portends a public fair*««i 
Is this conjecture of adventurous thought f 
Or pious coward^s pu]pit-cuihion*d dream { 
Far from it. This is certain; this is fate* 
What fays Experience, in her awful chair f|o 

Of ages, her authentic annals ipread 
Around her } What fays Reafim eagle-eyed ? 

War, 
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Nay, what fays Common Scnfe, with common care 
Weighing events, and caufes, in her fcale? 
All give one verdict, one decifion fign i 295 

And this the fentence Delphos could not mend : 
•* Whatever fecondary props may rife 
«« From politics, to Build the public peace, 
*< The bafis is the manners of the land. 
•* When rotten thefe, the politician's wiles 300 

*« But ftruggle with deftru£lion, as a child 
«* With giants huge, or giants with a Jove, 
•* The ftatefman*s arts to conjure up a peace, 
** Or military phantoms void of force, 
*« But fcare away the vultures for an hour; 305 

•« The fcent cadaverous (for, oh ! how rank 
•* The ftench of profligates 1} foon lures them back j 
<* On the proud flutter of a Gallic wing 
*• Soon they return 5 foon make their full defcent 5 
*^ Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruin ; 310 

" Their idols gracM and gorgeous with our fpoils, 
** Of univerfal empire fure prefage ! 
" Till now repeU'd by feas of Britilh blood." 
And whence the manners of the multitude ? 
The colours of then* manners, black or fair, 315 

Falls from above 3 from the complexion falls 
Of ftate Othellos, or white men in power : 
And from the greater height example falls. 
Greater the weight, and deeper its knprefs 
In ranks inferior, paflive to the ftroke : 3^0 

From the court-mint, of hcaits the current coin. 
The pupil prefles, but the pattern drives. 
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AndtRthmSmlbiUi^c^bii^ ^ 

Whofe pal6 lMal9 virtocst #^A ivM^. fl^^ 
Aids mental iDpfivct to p^-on Midway 
In muilatktt of dieir ij^ofio^ 
ih» wiMaanIb dom j% c^ji^^ 

Some fimgood (Ms ^.tiie j^ pioi^-t 
Some anftd tam* likf Sijlaa ii^tlwiBKts 
Tills malm a ibe Qoft fiori to the <at»l^ 
A foe ^dio (like a Wiavd J^bti ceUji 
In hb daxkaahiaet of cn^MfiAnMH 
ReftmbUng Caina*t||^opiBf fctf^ tha §or^ 
Of bjcMifted oradea J and rial ]ieib 
( Aided, perhaps, by ftcond-fighted Scota* 
French Magi, relics riding poft from Romoy 
A Gothic hero * riiing from the dead, ^ 

And changing for fpruce plaid his dirty (hroud9 
With fuccour fuitable from lower ftill) 
A foe who, thefe concmring to the charm^ 
Excites thofis ftorms that ihall overturn the Hate, 
Rend op her ancient honours by the rooty y^e 

And lay the boaft of ages, the cever*d 
Of nations, the dear-bought with fumlefa wealth 
And blood illuftrious, (fpite of her La Hogues, 
Her CrefTeys, and her Blenheims) in the duft. 

How muft this ftrike a horror through the breaii^ 

'^ The invader affc^s the charader of Charles XII' 

of Sweden. 
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Through every generous breaft where honour reigns. 
Through every brf aft where honour claims a (hare ! 
YeSy and through every breaft of honour void ! 
This thought might animate the dregs of men ; 
Ferment ^em into fpirit ; give diem fire 355 

To fight the caufe, the black opprobrious oaufe. 
Foul core of all ! corruption at our hearts. 
What wreck of empire has the ilream of tims 
Swept, with her vices, from the mountain height 
Of grandeur, deify*d by half mankind, 360 

To dark oblivion^s melancholy lake. 
Or flagrant infamy's eternal brand I 
Thofe names, at which furrounding nations (hook, 
Thofe names adorM, a nuifance ! or foi^ot ! 
Nor this the caprice of a doubtful dye, 365 

But nature's courfe ; no fingle chance againft it. 

For know, my Lord ! 'tis writ in adamant, 
*Tis fixt, as is the bafis of the world, 
Whofe kingdoms ftand or fall by the decree. 
What faw thcfe eyes, furpriz'd ? — Yet why furpriz'd ?— 
For aid divine the crifis feem'd to call, 371 

And how divine was the monition given ! 
As late I walk'd the night in troubled thought. 
My peace difturb'd by rumours from the North, 
While thunder o'er my head, portentous, roird, 375 
As giving fignal of fome ftrange event. 
And ocean groan'd beneath for her he lov'd, 
Albion the fair ! fo lon^ his empire's queen, 
Whofe reign is, now, contefted by her foes, 
On her white cliffs (a tablet broad and bright, s^io 

S 4. ^\XCiXV'^>^ 
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THB STATlSJfAV*S CASBD* 

«< Ycteetftiidemiili^l aor< 



«< ThoDg^loiftiiifiae} heir/lhfitiiBi thos wlioftH 
«( Whofe ftud loC^ it mll« IwlaiiM Idd I 

<« Nor kiiow*ft* tftos lAiA irill 

. •< At govniiM wdl or dltp titet liak «r life s 
<< Sorte-nuidfttnt atupff^^orcomipl^ I90 

'< Aitb«lfflorpotibaisaintioB*tTOiiti 
** Healtli or difieropcr } IkaAen or fetard 
<< The period of her pride» her day of doom : 
<' And though, for reafoas obvious to the wiie^ 
« Juft Providence deah otherwife with men, 395 

<< Yet believe, Britons ( nor too late believe, 
««^ 'Tis fix'd I by Fate irrevocably Gx:d ! 
« Virtue and Vice are empire^s life and death.** 
Thus it is written —Heard you not a groan ? 
Is Britain xm her death bed ?— No, that groan 400 
Was utterM by her foes.-— But foon the fcale. 
If this divine monition is defpisM, 
May turn againft us. Read it, ye who rule f 
With reverence read $ with ftedfaftnefs believe | 
With courage a6l as fuch belief infpires $ 
Then fhall your glory ftand like Fate*s decree} 
Then iiaii your name in adamant be writ, 

la 
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In records that defy the tooth of timey 
By nations fav'd, refoundiag your applaufe. 

While deep beyond your monument's proud bale. 
In black Oblivion's kennel, fliall be trod 
Their execrable names, who, high in power^ 
And deep in guilt, moft ominoufly ihine, 
(The meteors of the ftate I) gire Vice her head. 
To licenfe lewd let loofe the public rein $ 415 

Quench every fpark of eonfcieace in the lasdj 
And triumph in the profligate's applaufe : 
Or who to the firft bidder fell their A)uls, 
Their country fell, fell all their fathers bought 
With funds exhaufted and exhaufted veins. 
To demons, by his Holinef^ ordain*d 
To propagate the go(jpel— pennM at Kome ; 
Hawk'd through the world by confecrated bulls { 
And how illuftrated ?— by Smithfield flames : 
Who plunge (but not like Curtius) down the guli> 
Down narrow-minded ielf *s voracious gulf, 
Which gapes, and fwallows all they fwore to fave : 
Hate all that lifted heroes, into gods. 
And hug the horrors of a viftor^s chain i 
Of bodies politic that deftin'd hell, 430 

Inflicted here^ fmce here their beings end $. 
And fall from foes detefted and defpis'd,. 
On diibelievers— of the Satefman's Creed. 

Note, here, my Lord (unnoted yet it lies 435 

By mofly or all) theie truths political 
Serve more, than public ends : this Creed of States 
Seconds, and irredflibly fupports, 

4 "Wifc^ 
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The Chriitian Crf ed* A re you farpriz'd ?— Attt^ j 
And on the ftatermnn^a build a nobler ntimt^ 441 

This ptin£lual juftice txen:ia*cl on ftates, 
With which authentic chronicle ahouTid*^ 
A^ all men know^ and therefore muft beliere $ 
This verigeanc* pour'd on natlwrs ripe m guilt, 
PourM on ihtm h^re, where only they exift, ^ 

What is it but an argument of fcnfc^ 
Oi rather demonAration, to fupport 
Our feeble faith — " That they who flates c^mpofk^ 
" That men who ftand not bounded by the grave, 
** Shail meet like mcafme at their proper hour ?*' 4J9 
For Gtid ia equal, fiiniiarly deals 
With ftates and peribns, or he were not God ; 

hat mean ft a rectitude immutable ? 
A pattern Aire of univcrfal right* 
What, thf D, fluUl refcjBe an abainlaaM nan f 45^^ 
Notbingy it is reply M. ReplyM, by whom ? 
Reply'd by pcditicians well as prieft» : 
Writ facred iet aiide, mankind^s own writ. 
The whole world'^s annals ; thefe pronounce his doom. 

Thus (wha^ might feem a daring panuiox} 460 

Bv^n politics advance divinity : 
True mailers there are better fcholars here* 
Who travel hiftory in queft of fchemes 
To govern nations, or perhaps opprefs. 
May there ilart truths that other aims infpire, 4^5 

And, like Candace's eunuch, as they read. 
By Providence tarn Cbriftians on their road : 
I^igging for iilver, they may ftrike on goldj 

May 
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May be furprizM with better than they fought. 

And entertain an angel unawares. 470 

Nor ig Divinity ungrateful found. 
As politics advance divinity. 
Thus, in return, divinity piomotes 
True politics, and crowns the ftatefman*s pvaift. 
All wifdoms are but branches of the chiefs 475 

And ftatefmen found but (hoots of honeft men. 
Are this world's witchcrafts pleaded in excufe 
For deviations in our moral line ? 
This, and the next world, viewed with fuch an eye 
As fuits a ftatefman, fuch as keeps in view 4S0 

His own exalted fcience, both confpire 
To recommend and fix us in the right. 
If we reward the politics of heaven. 
The grand adminiftration of the whole. 
What 's the next world ? A fupplement of this : 485 
Without it, Juftice is defeftive here j 
Juft as to ftates, defc£^ive as to men : 
If fo, what is this world ? as fure as Right 
Sits in heaven^s throne, a prophet of the next. 
Prize you the prophet ? then believe him too ; 49O 

His prophecy more precious than his imile. 
How comes it then to pafs, with moft on earth, 
That this ihould charm us, that ihould difcompofe ? 
Long as the ftatefman finds this cafe his own. 
So long his politics are uncomplete ; 493. 

In danger he ; nor is the nation fafe, 
But foon muft rue his inaufpiciuus power. 

What hence refults ? a truth that ihocld rcfcund 
For ever awful in Britanniu^s cat *. 
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** Religion crowns the ftatefman and the many 509 

** Sole fource of public and of private peace/* 

This truth all men muft own, and therefore will. 

And praife and preach it too :— and when that 's done. 

Their compliment is paid, and 'tis forgot. 

What highland pole-axe half fo deep can wound ? 505 

But how dare I, fo mean, prefume fo ^ ? 
Affume my iett-^n the Diftator's chair > 
Pronounce, predi£k (as if indeed infpir'd), 
Promulge my cenfures, lay out all my throaty 
Till hoarfe in clamour on enormous crimes ? 510 

Two mighty columns rife in my fupport $ 
In their more awful and authentic voice. 
Record profane and facred, drown the Mule, 
Though loud, and far out-threat her threatening A>iig. 
Still farther, Holies ! fufFer me to plead 515 

That I fpeak freely, as I fpeak to thee. 
Guilt only ftartles at the name of guilt; 
And truth, plain truth, is welcome to the wife. 
Thus what feem'd my prefumption is thy praife. 

Praife, and irnmonal praife, is Virtue's claim j 520 
And Virtue's fphere is action : yet we grant 
Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm, 
Whofe clangor kindles cowards into men. 
Kor fliall the verfe, perhaps, be quite forgot. 
Which talks of immortality, and bids, ^2$ 

In every Britifh breail, true glory rife, 
As now the warbling lark awakes the mom. 
To clofe, my Lord ! with that which all fhould clofe 
And all begin^ and ftrike us every hour, 

Though 
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Though no war wakM us, no black tempeft frownM.— 

The morning rifes gay ; yet gayeft morn 

Lefs glorious after night's incumbent ihades j 

Lefs glorious far bright Nature, rich array *d 

With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon. 

Than the firft feeble dawn of Moral day ? 535 

Sole day, (let thofe whom ftatefmen ferve attend) 

Though the fun ripens diamonds for their crowns i 

Sole day worth his regard whom heaven ordains, 

UndarkenM, to behold noon dark, and date. 

From the fun's death, and every planet's fall, 540 

His all-illuftrious and eternal year ; 

Where ftatefmen and their monarchs, (names of awe 

And diftance here) fliall rank with common men. 

Yet own their glory never dawn'd before. 
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